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LOVE IN THE COUNTRY. 



T^OT fax back from the village common stood 

The old farm-house I love, where thro* the heat 
Spread far away blue champaign-land and wood. 

Nestled among its sunburnt stacks of wheat 
It stood, its antique tiling crusted o'er 

With rusty lichens, and grey walls set round 
With peonies passion-flush'd to the heart's core, 

And with an odorous wealth of roses crown'd. 

B 
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2 LOVE IN THE COUNTRY. 

II. 
Large chestnuts were in spring tall spires of bloom 

Show white against the summer dark of leaves, 
Shed round the grey farm-house their branched gloom 

All thro* still moms and sultry summer eves, 
Haunting it with old breezy melodies; 

And seen beyond, by many a sylvan nook 
A river ran, and thro' the dark-boled trees. 

And noon-tide shade, the water-splendours shook. 



III. 
There my young Love in dim seclusion lived, 

Her beauty casketed from vulgar praise; 
There in that old farm-house was hived 

The hone/d sweetness of her maiden days ; 
There the still day slid into fragrant night. 

And pastoral quiet over all did brood; 
And there, hid in cool country green from sight. 

She slowly ripen'd into womanhood. 
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LOVE IN THE COUNTRY, 3 

IV. 
Down its old creaking corridors oft drew 

Her fairy-footed step as light as air, 
And thro* its open casements breezes flew, 

And kiss'd her as she passed, with floating hair, 
And raiment winging her on either side. 

While silver thrills of happy laughter thwart 
The gloom she threw, or on the silence wide 

Shook out the singing thoughts that haunt her heart. 



V. 

For with her father Amy dwelt alone, 

The darling of his old age, she who stirr'd 
Memories of one he woo'd in days long flown, 

And lit his failing eyes, — ^his singing bird 
That perch'd in the bare boughs of his old life, 

Sang back the full-leaved summer, — th' old old man, 
My long lost father's friend when hope was rife. 

And life and love in morning light began. 
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4 LOVE IN THE COUNTRY. 

VI. 

Thither my steps were bent one June month rare, 

When crown'd with some new beauty day by day, 
The earth goes forth to meet the sun, to where 

He sits below the dawn's horizon grey, 
Enthroned in crystal vastnesses; when sky 

And air are rainless blue, and night, most sweet, 
A strip of starry dusk o'er which well-nigh 

The crimson seas of mom and even meet. 



VII. 

Long had I in pent cities dwelt before. 

Blocked up in swarthy walls amid the strife. 
The mighty energies, the din and roar 

Of wheels, where the hoarse streams of human life 
Thunder on into dumb eternities. 

Till something of this world's dust seem'd to choke 
The silver springs of feeling where they rise. 

And bow'd my will beneath dull habit's yoke. 



Digitized 



by Google 



LOVE IN THE COUNTRY, 5 

VIII. 
Pleasant it was to set one's feet anew 

In clumps of clover herbage cool and dark, 
And bare one's brow to feel the morning blue, 

Or couch'd in sun-warm'd grass to hear the lark, 
And lose oneself in yonder distant hills 

Outstretched in azure silence faint and far, 
While with delicious tears the dim eye fills, 

And the heart worships, silent as a star. 



IX. 

Blown on by one long sighing draft of air, 

I wandered on through lane and dingle deep, 
And twinkUng of the breezy com, and where 

Lay noon-deserted village streets asleep 
In dusty sunshine; and not till the sun. 

Fallen behind the wayside coppice low, 
Had fired the darkling hazels, my journey done, 

I reached the old farm-house with footsteps slow. 
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6 LOVE IN THE COUNTRY. 

X. 

Fair was the maid who, entering, greeted me. 

Shy as a fawn that lifts its timid head 
Above the brake, yet full of courtesy. 

Full of sweet matron ways, demurely staid, 
That seem'd too large to fit her tender youth. 

Worn half in sport, yet o'er her girlish frame 
Shedding an orphan pathos fiill of ruth, 

A touching tearful grace without a name. 



XI. 

Softly I foUow'd where in evening shade 

The old man sat in his accustom'd place. 
And, stooping, both the trembling hands were laid 

Upon me, half in blessing, half to trace 
The features of his early friend in me. 

And aid in tearful haste his failing eyes, 
Touching the mournful stops of memory 

To yield their slow responsive harmonies. 
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XII. 
Full gently Time, in age, had dealt with him, 

Leading his old feet down fair flowery slopes 
Of life, and with a silver circlet dim 

Crowning his hoaiy head, while pious hopes 
Were with him, suffering no fear to blind 

The restful faith that breathed in tranquil prayer, 
And all the faded pages of his mind 

Were clasp'd with golden peace from mortal care. 



XIII. 

Well I recall the sense of pastoral calm 

That lapp'd my heart that eve in tranquil ease ; 
The dewless warmth, the night wind's breathing balm, 

The fitful murmur of the wind-swept trees, 
The old man's talk aye babbling like a brook 

O'er bygone things, the quiet evening prayer. 
And she who captive took each thought and look. 

Working with face half-veil'd in drooping hair. 
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8 LOVE m THE COUNTRY, 

XIV. 
And that I slept a pleasant sleep that night, 

Thrilled thro* and thro' with touch of her soft hand 
At good-night parting; and to slumbers light 

LuU'd by a rain that on the thirsty land, 
On dust-choked lane and field fell blessingly. 

And whispering viewless fiU'd the hollow shell 
Of dark with inland murmurs of the sea, 

On ivied eaves low plashing as it fell. 



XV. 

There in that antique dwelling far from men, 
Far from all prying of unhallowed eyes, 

There was our great love bom in joy and pain, 
And under starry nights and summer skies. 

There with all lovely things of earth it grew. 
Ripening in secret, felt, yet unconfest, 

Leaf-screen'd like some fiiU-orbfed fruit from view, 
. Till its ripe glow betrays it in its nest. 
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XVI. 
Oft with some rich old poef s book we sped 

To some cool bower, where greening sunbeams 
gleam'd, 
And bending o'er the sun-fleck'd leaves, we read, 

Where the white light of poesy had streamed 
Thro' the high storied windows of his soul, 

And stain'd the page with rainbow-tinted thought, 
And flush'd by the same beauty, oft we stole 

A look that quick delicious thrillings brought. 

XVII. 

And down the river, thro' the willowy glooms. 

At sundown we would float, by iris steal. 
And reed, and where the chilly water blooms 

From their cold crystal home come forth to feel 
The sun; and as the sliding keel's smooth pace 

Drove into rosy folds the watery floor. 
Faint shadows rippled o'er her uptum'd face. 

Drowsed by the lazy washings of the oar. 
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XVIII. 
Or thro' the fields at eve we wander'd oft, 

Or pleasant English village gay with trees, 
Lilacs and blossomy squares of garden croft 

That scent the air, and whitewashed cottages 
Laid like a linnet's eggs, in nests of green. 

Where ranged beneath his household vine at ease, 
Watching the children's play with looks serene, 

The sultry peasant sits to feel the breeze. 



XIX. 

And once we lingered late till twilight grey. 

And thro' the dark sweet-smelling country lanes 
Returning, pluck'd the roses by the way. 

Close shut at eve, and wet with chilly rains; 
And found the gate, so dark was all the land, 

But by the glimmer of the elder bloom, 
That, creamy-white as foam drifts tinged with sand, 

Blossom'd hard-by, faint seen across the gloom. 
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XX. 

And day by day I grew, and more and more, 

In reverential love for her, and sense 
Of her high woman's purity, that o'er 

Me breathed a hope, a holier influence, 
That was religion, and gave me up ere now 

To noble shame of my past self, while faith 
In simple goodness kept me wise and low. 

And woke the higher man to life and breath. 



XXI. 

But most I loved the country Sabbath's rest 

And calm, when, in a sacred quiet blent, 
With angel gravity her face imprest. 

Talking of holy things, to church we went, 
Treading dusk meadow-paths that dimpling run 

Along deep grass where happy feet the dew 
Have brush'd, while village belfries, one by one, 

With mellow litanies the breezes strew. 
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XXII. 
And by my side, sweet pious soul ! she knelt, 

And at the Saviour's feet poufd forth her love, 
Or, earnest-eyed, upon the preacher dwelt. 

With thoughts that walk'd with God in calm above. 
And thro* the cool dark porch where shone a gleam 

Of sky, and breezy trees, and pathway stile, 
A draft of warm air, meadow sweet, would stream. 

Or withered leaf drift up the footworn aisle. 



XXIII. 

By the old man I took my patient seat 

Each day, to win those lips a smile to grant. 
So surest won from her, who with a sweet 

Prophetic grace forestalled his every want : 
For first she loved me that I loved her father. 

Then haply for my own sake loved again. 
Till as imspoken feeling strength would gather. 

Love's dumb excess oft sicken'd into pain. 
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LOVE IN THE COUNTRY. 13 

XXIV. 

Ofttimes when fiery passion burnt up sleep, 

In the red summer dawns I rose, and came, 
And at her shrouded lattice watch did keep, 

And murmur'd broken blessings on her name; 
Cooling against the dew-cold leaves the heat 

Of brow and lips, while in enchantment deep 
She lay fast bound and tied, her naked feet 

Caught in the dream-enspangled web of sleep. 



XXV. 

Till came at last that night so calm, so grave, 

When in the porch we sat one starry hour,— 
Hid was the moon behind the aspens, save 

When fitful breezes struck a sudden shower 
Of golden sparkles thro' the dusky leaves. 

And all the happy pauses of our speech 
Fiird with delicious sighings, balmy griefs. 

As utterance faltefd, looking each qn each. 
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XXVI. 
The tired hands that bound the sheaf all day 

Now rested. Weaiy ones that slowly crept, 
Bending beneath the burning noon-tide's ray, 

To glean the reaper's golden waif, now slept. 
The laughing child that rode the harvest cart, 

The heavy-hearted, who, like Ruth of old, 
Stood in the lonely sunshine sick at heart, 

Rested alike, close shut in slumber's fold. 

XXVII. 

We only waked, ah! we alone that night! 

Gone was the wild unrest, the feverish swell, 
And stir of passion, th' anguish of delight. 

Merged in one calm of love unutterable. 
Of hearts and lives that henceforth flow in one : — 

So wrapt in one another's arms we were. 
So weak in our great love, so all alone. 

That words were not, and thought grew voiceless 
prayer. 



Digitized 



by Google 



LOVE IN THE COUNTRY. 15 

XXVIII. 
Ah ! happy days that follow'd soft and slow, 

Bom r the still east and fading with the light, 
When happiness flowed with the blood, and woe 

We knew not, nor the cark of care, and night 
Was but a star-strewn shadow to divide 

Light yesterda)rs from bright to-morrows. Gone 
Are ye, too happy, happy to abide, 

Or this dim earth had into Eden grown. 



XXIX. 

Yet if since that far time we've mix'd with men, 

And borne our share of. anguish and have manned 
Ourselves to suflFer; if weVe learnt since then 

That work, not dreamful ease, is life's demand. 
Love, not self-centred in a barren bliss. 

But a difiusive warmth to soothe and bless, 
A strengthening presence given in life like this. 

In all its warfare, pain and ruggedness; 
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XXX. 

Our deep love has but deepened with the years 

Gone slowly by; a thing so sacred grown 
Thro' bearing of unspoken griefs, thro' tears, 

Thro' often lookings up to God, so one 
With us, so wash'd with tempest from all stain. 

That dearer is the present than the past, 
And loving deeplier, wish we not again 

The tearless days, the joys that could not last. 



XXXI. 

Nor can those days ere pass away or cease. 

They live in these, and make life's air smell sweet 
With balmy memories, hope, and pastoral peace. 

And with the still green meadow scent the street, 
Keeping a hush'd retreat from storm and strife; 

And looking back o'er all the path we've trod, 
We trust, when finish'd all our work of life. 

To find ourselves for evermore in God. 
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O WEET harmless solitude, revisited 

By me once more as in the days long fled : 
Mother of dew, fresh shades, and simple flowers, 
And winged hearts that know not death like ours, 
Burthening the wasteful silence with wild song, 
From every bough and secret greenness flung; 
Where on the moss, the fir-cone, russet-dun. 
Unlocks her odorous caskets to the sun, 
And thro' the red-limb'd firs the vale shines blue. 
While from some ivied tower, branched up from view. 
The hour, like some still blossom overblown. 
Falls in light flower flakes of sound adown 
The dreaming stillness of the summer air. 
Fair touching loveliness, more lovely fair 
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i8 THE SISTERS, 

Thro' memory of the Dead, — that shedst thy balm 
Upon my heart, thy soft, thy breathing calm; 
Where once I came with her, sweet sister friend. 
Whose spirit with this spot yet seems to blend ; 
Here work'd and read in woodland quiet oft. 
Drowsed by the hum of summer flies aloft ; 
And from her lips, as thro' the changeful hour 
The subtle sunbeam slipp'd from leaf to flower 
Along the shadow, greening like a wave 
That nears its fall, once flow'd in accents grave 
A tale of love, and humble holiness, 
And faith, and broken hearts that broken bless. 
That lived and died among the leaves unknown; 
Its sweetness lingering in one heart alone. 
As in some place of leaves the smell of rain 
Lingers when all the heavens are clear of stain ; 
Full of green quietness and country peace, 
And airs from heaven, like the dear simpleness 
Of daisies nestled in the low-sunn'd grass. 
Unheeded by light feet that o'er them pass; 
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But such a history, as makes this earth 

A place where angels love to linger, the birth 

Of glory in the dust, Heaven's well-spring low, 

Love, militant, but greater for his woe, 

And Hope, the blind, but heaven-bom child of grief. 

That to the heavy-hearted brings relief. 

And darkling sings in broken snatches sweet 

Of daylight things, and heavenward guides men's feet ; 

And like the pensive twilight hour that brings 

To tired men all tender healing things. 

Dim dews, and early stars, and children's sleep, 

Its very sadness o'er me seem'd to creep, 

And weep itself away in heavenly dews 

Of rest, and love, and peace, and gentle hues 

Of sadness settling into thankfid trust ; 

Something, I know not what, that made earth's dust 

Seem beaten by th' invisible feet that wait 

Upon the good; and in me did create 

A deeper sense of that large Love, reveal'd 

In man's deep heart, in Nature oft conceal'd. 
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20 THE SISTERS, 

Fair leafy vale of Ashbum ! loveliest vale 
Of inland England, where no salt sea-gale 
Fer nips the wholesome rain-wash'd country green, 
Folded by gracious hills, far distant seen; 
With its blue rivers where the great trees meet, 
And make a vaulty coolness from the heat. 
As tho' with that sweet heaven below in love. 
Leaning they had forgot the blue above; 
And its fresh-flower'd pastures and still dells 
Where breeze-borne come the sound of holy bells ; 
Dear homes, and happy orchards wet with dew. 
Their cherry blossom sparkling 'gainst the blue. 
Or fruit sun-sweeten'd into rosy red; 
And simple footpaths dusking thro' the mead. 
Swerving to right and left with lazy feet 
Of idlers in the sunshine. Land of sweet 
Content, and pastoral calm, and humble care 
Enough to sweeten sleep and death; and where 
Life had the harmless murmur of a brook, 
And hues of heaven all native to it took. 
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But of those inland homesteads fairest spread 
Old Oakland's farm, with moss-gilt roof and shed, 
Rising from deep-grass'd meadows in the sun, 
And immemorial chestnuts where at noon 
The sultry cattle gather from the heat, 
And in the green-leaf d gloom of branches beat 
Their shadow-dappled sides with lazy tails; 
And the old-fashion 'd garden where slow trails 
The rose, or sweet-breath'd honeysuckle blows 
With quaint sweet-william and grey pinks in rows. 
And set with antique herbs and cooling flowers 
Lenient to human pain; where the white hours 
Fall broken into radiant rainbow hues. 
Till the grey twilight with her youngest dews 
Upgathers in her bosom bud and bell. 

And there in pastoral content did dwell 
A family who from the north had come 
Long years before to seek a southern home, 
A widow and her children, — Reuben Grey 



Digitized 



by Google 



22 THE SISTERS, 

Farming the land, her firstborn and her stay, 
One of stem mould, upright and proud alike. 
And stately as his native pines that strike 
Their roots about the granite heart of hills. 
And wrestle with the storm ; one of those wills 
That know no mortal tempest, severely good, 
But by whom weakness is not understood; 
Tender to her who bore him, full of grace 
To all deemed not unworthy of his race. 
And like the barren crags that rear'd his youth, 
That in their chasms nurse the dim sweet looks 
Of flowers, the secret joy of mountain brooks, 
And leaning things that o'er the grey rocks creep, 
And midway stay their boulders on the steep, 
The mountain harebell not to crush, that blows 
Unharm'd beside them. Yet was he to those 
Who err^d from right, or swerved to aught of mean, 
Lofly and sour, and pitiless to sin 
Beyond what fits a man, himself thro' flesh 
Subject to lower motions, and the wish 
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That yielded to, is sin, who needs each day 
To crave the grace divine to walk alway 
In mild-eyed pity. 

But of gentler mould 
Was Ruth his sister, who from three years old 
His playmate and companion was in aU. 
Not fair to look upon was Ruth, nor tall, 
Nor comely shaped, yet had her homely face 
A gospel look of comfort, a dear grace 
Felt by all helpless suffering things, that grew 
To her as ivy to a tree, and drew 
A strength from her, and sweet felicities 
Of consolation from her eyes, — grey eyes. 
Full of cool morning-light, and early peace. 
That told a mind at calm, a heart at ease; 
And those dear charities for needy hearts. 
Her lips, that knew all simple gracious arts 
Of healing, wholesome words of hope and prayer. 
Laid on sore hearts and spirits chafed with care. 
Like cooling herbs. For life in her had train'd 
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All helpful S3nnpathies; since scarce attained 
Her earliest years, ere death her father took, 
And grief and woe her mother's life so shook, 
She travail'd ere her time was fully come, 
And side by side, in one sad shrouded home. 
The dawning and the darken'd life were laid ; 
And like a drenched primrose in the glade 
That wears the chilly gleam of April hours, 
The little life broke wet with early showers. 
With no glad welcome thro' the dark house rung. 
While she who bore that tender bud still hung 
Twixt life and death. But Ruth, her child's heart stung 
With all a woman's tender jealousy 
For fond, neglected things, with tearful eye 
Took the young babe, and reafd her for her own. 
The ailing mother all too feeble grown. 
And as a patient nested bird forsakes 
The pleasant dells, and dewy upland brakes, 
Shrill songs, and rosy flights in sunset air. 
So Ruth forewent her happy childhood fair, 
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Its laughter, and its songs, and bubbling springs 
Without the brackish taste of tears Time brings. 
And, yet a child, a mother's burthens knew, 
And on her youngling branch, yet wet with dew. 
Both the fresh blossom and the ripe fruit bore; 
With girlish friends to race to school no more, 
No more to range the fields with wind-blown hair, 
But to know lonely watching, sick-room care. 
And the familiar ache old burthens bring. 
And eager steps that lose their impetuous spring. 
Tamed to keep pace with weak and faltering things. 
Yet none the less came gentle visitings 
Of joy, and sweet content, and visions mild ; 
And all the more, Ruth's heart clave to the child 
That seem'd her own; and hers, hers only grew 
The cHnging baby-hands, the eyes as blue 
As brooks the sky looks into; hers to teach 
The first sweet cuckoo-notes of human speech. 
And hers to watch at eve the last blue beams 
Slanting from under lids that close in dreams, 
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As in her arms the little night-gown*d limbs 
Lay warm and loose in sleep, to soft-sung hymns. 

And so the household joy soon grew the child, 
A little bubbling spring of laughter wild, 
Singing and dancing all the livelong day 
In wa)rward ecstacy of breezy play; 
With quick bird-glances of her arch blue eyes, 
And lispfed words and broken witcheries, 
That take the dimplings of her baby lip, 
And like a budded hedge-rose, half let slip 
Their sweetness to the sense, and half retain, — 
A shape of gladness in this world of pain 
Enough to make a mother's lips grow wild 
With kissing. Not a heart but bless'd the child! 
For her the saddest face wan smiles invites. 
Like water-moons blown into golden lights; 
And lips that toll like funeral bells, ring out 
A merry peal that puts grave sense to rout; 
And wheresoever her twinkling feet did stray. 
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Lo, Life's dull real was tumbled into play; 
And roughest hands grew tender as a girl's, 
To lift her on the wain, with wind-blown curls 
Bright as the breeze-swung blossoms of the broom. 
And wild with glee, as in the sun-green'd gloom 
Of lanes, the great wain with its loaded hay 
Came swashing thro' the fragrant boughs asway, 
Scattering a rosy snow-storm from the thorn. 
Or when hot August brought the sun-burnt com, 
And the full harvest fell in many a fold 
About the dells, all stiff with bristling gold. 
The child with wreath of poppy paced with pride, 
One dimpled hand in his, by Reuben's side, 
Trailing a little bunch of bumish'd wheat ; 
Or in his arms, her bright hair wet with heat, 
Flush'd like a daisy into rosy sleep. 
But oflenest far she loved with Ruth to keep. 
Mocking with sweet pretence her household toils. 
With hindering feet and mischief-loving wiles; 
Or pass within the dairy for a treat, 
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Dim-cool and fragrant fresh in summer heat, 
Where in the greening light the lattice shed, 
The milky pools like flat-blown elder spread. 
But when the winter-time long evenings brought 
With homely peace of household labours fraught, 
Crouch'd at her mother's knee, her drooping head 
Bumish'd with rosy firelight, oft she read 
In Reuben's Bible some loved old-world story. 
That o'er the dust of kingdoms walks in glory; 
And to the words that sacramental grow, 
Kiss'd by the dying lips we kiss'd in woe. 
Thro' which we hear we know not what ground-tone 
Of hope and anguish, death, and love's dear moan. 
Gave the bird-music of her childish voice. 
Like clear church-bells that sing, Rejoice ! rejoice ! 
Yet in our haunted hearts die down in tears. 
And blind us with the lost of other years. 

So Jessie grew: but as the years passed on. 
Spring with its glimmering feet of winds that run 
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Along the meadow tops of flowery fens, 
And Summer russetting her sun-loved greens, 
And Autumn with her leaves, in woodland nooks. 
Ensanguining her pools and forest brooks. 
And Winter with his moonM splendours vast, 
And home-bom mirth safe curtained from the blast. 
Brought her but some fresh grace, some beauty new. 
Until the village beauty Jessie grew. 
Yet still the household pet, still calFd the Child, 
Still the old names survived, so fondly wild, — 
Trifles that yet a vagrant sweetness fling, 
Like broken blossoms of her gracious Spring, 
Soft floated down the river of her life. 
But as she grew, with every beauty rife, 
Ruth watch'd her with a gaze, too luminous clear 
To grow blind to her faults, however dear; 
Nor spared her pretty bird-like vanities. 
Her lovely wilful airs, her sweet caprice. 
Knowing tho' sin grow fair, and miss its doom. 
Yet none the less for all its gracious bloom 
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It bears the hard-rind fruit whose gravel stones 
Will break the teeth. And oft with loving tones, 
And gentle chiding hand in half caress 
Laid on her shoulder, she would blame her dress, 
Gay as the flowery hem of meads in June, 
With maiden modesty deem*d out of tune ; 
Till all her gravity in Ruth's despite 
Fell slain with silver-arrow'd laughter bright. 
And breezy singing motions of delight, 
And fond abuse that ends in rough caress, 
When Love, perplex'd, in loving bitterness 
Mocks his own sweetness with the words of hate ; 
Bewitching ways that seem'd to deprecate 
All graver thought, and leave care for the morrow. 
Yet still Ruth watch'd her with a secret sorrow. 
While Reuben and her mother only smiled, 
And blamed her being hard upon the Child, 
And more and more her heart grew alienate 
From Ruth, who, sorrowing, early pray'd and late 
For blessings on her. 
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Now from earliest youth 
The plighted bride of David Dean was Ruth, 
The wealthy grazier's grandson; child of one 
Once cursed in wrath, yet soon as she was gone, 
Yielding remorseful to his heart's demands, 
He took the babe, the helpless orphan hands 
Feeling about his withered cheeks, and rear'd 
Him from his childhood. But as David near'd 
On manhood, yielding to a foolish pride 
To give the learning to himself denied, 
To a great city then the lad he sent 
To learn a lawyer's trade; yet ere he went, 
His thoughts were set to find the boy a mate, 
Deeming, once bound, 'twould help to keep him 

straight. 
Now none could match with Ruth, a maid to praise. 
Of thrifty hands, well order'd in her ways, 
Wise in all household government, yet meek, 
And bearing her most mild. And week by week 
He grew more set to see her David's wife. 
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But David loathed the simple country life, 
Sneer'd at his rustic father's wholesome ways, 
Nor cared for Ruth, but fix'd his eager gaze 
On this world's pleasures, ease, and brilliant days. 
So when the old man spake "Come, marry Ruth, 
And all my wealth is thine, boy, by my truth!" 
He thirsted for the old man's gold, yet saw 
For all his love he held his wishes law. 
So yielded light consent to gain his end. 
And Ruth, his playmate and his early friend, 
Became his plighted bride. But Ruth's heart clave 
To the young man, and loved him with that grave 
Sweet placid love, that like a lily sleeps, 
By passion ruffled not, upon life's deeps, 
And at its feet its golden shadow, Hope, 
And needs than Home and Heaven no wider scope; 
A love that grows fast by the household wells, 
And breathes of childhood, home, and old field smells, 
And takes a pensive light from darken'd eyes 
That never more will wake to watch its rise. 
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And like a strain of music sadly sweet, 
Lingers with fond persistency till meet 
All sad, bright memories in its plaintive fall. 
Yet makes its pleading sweetness out of all. 
Nor all in all did David slight her heart. 
But gave a brother's love, and play'd his part 
With calm affection, that pale changeling child 
Called Love so long, tiie heart grows half-beguiled, 
Till Love, dear lord of all, comes home with might, 
And with his splendour blasts it into night. 

So four years passed, until the hour was come 
When David Dean at length was looked for home : 
Years past at Oakland's farm in country calm, 
By tranquil duties, toil, and slumber's balm 
In healthful music measured out to all; 
But which to David brought a deeper fall, 
A shrewder lust for gold, and dissolute ways 
That breed in cities, kept from Ruth's pure gaze. 

D 
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All was glad bustle at the farm that mom, 
And clap of doors, and distant voices borne, 
And glad steps that obey the heart's behest, 
And all that lightly marks the coming guest : 
The fair white sheets the careful mother spreads, 
Bleach'd by fresh country rains on daisy heads : 
The board that crown'd with English plenty stands. 
With home-made cakes kneaded by loving hands, 
And fresh-pluck'd flowers, and happy toiling feet: 
Or at some open casement, flushed with heat, 
A musing face a moment seen to stay 
To taste the cooling breeze that toss'd in play 
The snowy bosses of the guelder-rose. 
Or hufiiing round the white-thorn's blooming snows. 
Sent up a sudden shower of silver sparks 
Against the blue that rings with happy larks. 
And as an orchard flushes into blossom, 
So Ruth bore shyly in her maiden bosom 
That tender promise of the unborn fruit, 
A woman's hopes: delicious visions, mute 
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As those in dreams, whose voice is thought, not heard, 

Too delicately fine for spoken word; 

Instincts of motherhood within her stirr'd. 

And thoughts the heart scarce touches at in play, 

Then in delicious shyness slips away; 

And visions of a husband's love to heal all ill. 

And the waste places of her lone heart fill ; 

Until Ruth caught her mother's wistfiil gaze. 

And murmur'd blessing sweeter than all praise^ 

And, stooping, kiss'd self-blamed the placid face. 

And spake, " The Child will grow to take my place." 

And David came, the stripling grown a man 
Since last their lives together ran. 
As Ruth with modest plainness met his gaze. 
And welcomed him as in the olden days. 
Handsome his face, with easy town-bred airs. 
Worn with a careless grace of added years; 
A mellow voice, and hands by toil unbrown'd. 
With high and something weary bearing crown'd, 



Digitized 



by Google 



36 THE SISTERS, 

That half perplex'd her simple country heart, 
Yet filled her with a timid pride in part 
In him, and in# herself sweet humbleness, 
Content like a low violet to bless 
Bruised at his feet Then as he grew half teazed 
With welcomes that a simpler heart had pleased, 
He ask'd, "Where's Jessie?" and each echoed each 
"Where is the Child?" as under glossy beech, 
Thro* wavering blossom-lights and odorous boughs 
Of garden walks, they came upon the house. 
Then in that little stir that seem'd the breeze 
That babbles of the dawn 'mid dark-leaved trees. 
There came a little laugh's most silver flow, 
Low bubbling like the nightingale, where, lo, 
Fresh as the dawn, a lovely shape of Spring, 
From an old sill, she leant, shy lingering. 

Her sun-burnt hat flung back, for heat, soft shed 
On the thick yellow braids and arching head 
A shade that rather seem'd a deeper light. 
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A glow that flushed the cheek more rosy bright, 
And on her neck lay warm, and to her hair 
Gave a twice-golden gloss, and made more fair 
Sweet lips and eyes where tangled sunbeams play. 
But her fair folded arms and bosom lay 
Dimpled with shadows of the leaves in light, 
And all her infant bloom and young delight 
The amorous dark shut in his ebon frame; 
Till as her eyes with David's met, sweet shame 
Suffused her, and the jewel, glowing bright, 
Slipt from its setting, and left the casement night. 

It was not sure, ah sure, not all untruth, 
Rather the wayward impulse of her youth, 
The old sweet use of reigning in all hearts, 
That made her play her simple village arts 
On David, half in sport. Two butterflies 
So chase each other under summer skies; 
So in one beam two happy moted things 
Dance to each other's tender m^rmurings. 
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Alas ! no wingfed things were these of death, 

No momentary dust instinct with breath, 

But human souls with human misery. 

Whose acts are weighty with eternity. 

Whose lightest deed to earnest ill is hurFd, 

Caught up in the blind forces of the world. 

Which rend the feeble will that swerves from right, 

Nor by obeying bends their unseen might 

To work his good, but 'gainst them dares to fight. 

He loved. Her beauty like a wicked fire 
Bum'd in his veins with passionate desire. 
It made him mad to see that dancing wave 
Bound past to break at other feet, and lave 
Another's lips than his that choked with thirst 
. He loved, yet bitterly his folly cursed. 
Knowing with Ruth was wealth and honoured name. 
With Jessie loathfed poverty and shame. 
And Jessie loved; but at her love's first sigh. 
All her fair childhood's silver purity 
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Fell from her, as the withering moon turns grey 
When first the rosy breath of dawning day 
Breathes on her silver fields. No more her feet 
Thro' the old house their wayward mazes beat. 
No more at mom from distant corridor 
The bird-voice rang. No more, O never more 
The innocent gladness, mirth, white hopes and peace, 
And sleep that with the dews bade labour cease. 
But in their stead a joy most guilty sweet, 
That made her dread Ruth's trustful gaze to meet, 
Remorse and love and anguish^ felt within, 
As the child's heart fast darkened into sin. 
Content could she but sit for hours unknown 
Hush'd as a brooding bird, and muse alone; 
Again, as o'er her work the fair head bow'd. 
To feel his presence like a fragrant cloud 
Float down about her, while the shivering sense 
Grows dizzy with a joy she knows not whence \ 
To shape the look, the word, the pleading tone, 
The shy wild thrill of the first time alone. 
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As in their eyes their lonely secret rose, 

A tremiJous star, and drew them close and close, 

Wrapped in the darkling leaves of that still lane ; 

Till all her breathless musing mood fell slain 

By little shocks of wild delicious pain 

At the remembered sweetness of his lips — 

O ecstasy! O shame! O dark eclipse! 

And from her guilty self she slipped and passed 

In some old carol. Nor from first to last 

Her mother guess'd their sinful loves close hid, 

But grew more pleased with all she said or did, 

And chief to see her grow more womanly : 

Nor Ruth, too simple-sweet for jealousy. 

But only that she liked not David grieved, 

By the light way she spoke of him deceived. 

That wayward mood when to an alien ear 

The heart will chide at what it holds most dear. 

Yet hugs a hidden joy where no eyes meet, 

And in the bitter feels a secret sweet. 

Yet was not Ruth at ease upon the whole. 
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Nor wholly satisfied the gentle soul, 

Nor David's craft could so illude the sense 

That thrills to guilt in woman's innocence, 

But that some word ill-dropt, some town-bred sneer, 

That dash'd her simple faith, so heavenly clear, 

With sorrowful confiisions, oft her heart 

Perplex'd, and made her from her own thought start, 

Nor to herself her undefined dread name. 

Both loved, both fought, but neither overcame. 

Down the gold-glinting lanes in the low sun, 
Green channels of all sweetness, one by one 
The lowing kine had pass'd along the dales. 
Brushing the wild-rose loved of simple vales. 
And thro' the open gate all fragrant streamed. 
Where warm in light the glistening farmyard gleam'd, 
With elders cool against the burning west 
And Ruth, her milky favourites caress'd. 
And eased their heavy udders, took her seat 
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Beside the casement open in the heat, 

And watch'd the rosy stillness floating down 

About the upland glens, and one by one 

The golden lights upon the ivy die, 

And dew and silence dropping from the sky. 

As up the eastern pines in windless rest 

The moon came silvering; all her simple breast 

Luird by the hour, as o*er her work soft bent. 

To some old quaint-air'd hymn her voice she lent, 

Some foolish thing that conquers death : from time 

To time suspending light the linked rhyme 

To listen to her mother as she spread 

The evening board. But soon the heavy tread 

And slamming gate told Reuben's day was done. 

Then spake her mother in a chiding tone, 

"Go call the Child: tell her the supper stays: 

Too late she lingers out these long light days." 

And Ruth arose; and as a blind girl treads 
Singing some deep-down precipice, nor dreads. 
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Nor knows the gulfy horror, muffled still 

In the lorn foldings of her night from ill, 

So Ruth unconscious pass'd, and all things fair 

A pensive touch of pity seem*d to wear 

As knowing of her doom. The eared wheat, 

Pearl'd with large dews, bent down to kiss her feet ; 

The odorous night air spent itself in sighs 

Against the lips that calFd beneath those skies; 

The moon, soft-silvering the grassy spires, 

TraiPd thro' the dewy leaves her streaming fires, 

As from those lips sweet household voices fell. 

And left the silence tingling like a bell; 

But answer came there none to break the spell. 

Save of the brook that in some silver speech 

Talk'd with its babbling aspens, each with each. 

Till in perplexed fear she tum'd again 

To say that she had sought the Child in vain. 

Too soon, too soon for Ruth the worst was known, 
That David from the country-side had flown; 
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Their one ewe lamb had stolen from their fold, 
And robb'd the old man of his hoarded gold. 

There is a woe that weeps not, does not melt 
But madden. Almost as a- joy 'tis felt; 
We leap upon our feet, and look around, 
And crush the earth with an elastic bound, 
And wonder what dull pain upon us rests. 
And the lost heart at its own anguish jests 
With flippant ease and careless bitter mood — 
A bitter mirth that has the taste of blood. 
And tells, that smile once quench'd, that light died 

down. 
Haply the heart will break. So yet unknown 
In all its woe that sorrow came to Ruth, 
And mild eyes marvell'd what sustained her youth. 
But not for long. Too soon, too surely came 
The sense of broken days, the burning shame. 
The blistering comfort well-meant minds bestow. 
And all the long monotony of woe ; 
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Awakenings drear, when at the gate of life 

The soul reluctant, with her fate at strife. 

In a death-grapple closes with her woe. 

And dies sharp struggling into life; the slow 

Sad hours, the thoughts that beat in one dull track, 

And vast regrets that like a wave ebb back. 

One moment on the sweetness of the past, 

To break in tears more bitter than the last, 

Upon the desolate present, bleak and wan; 

And loved home-faces wildly dwelt upon 

As faces of the dead without their calm ; 

And sense of wrong for which earth had no balm. 

Heaven no healing dew. 

So the days went 
At Oakland's farm, no more in calm content; 
The tedious brightness of the slow still mom. 
The slow sad langour of the eve forlorn. 
Broken but by one spasm of sharp hope 
Since first the two from Oaklands did elope. 
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When Reuben from his hasty search returned — 
Fork'd lightning that a moment baleful bum'd, 
Then struck them dead with gladness not to be. ' 
Hard was his face and grey, as bitterly 
He spake, " My curse for ever on her name ! 
For she has brought us all to biting shame. 
And tainted honest blood. Let both be cursed! 
Henceforth I count her dead, and she who first 
The harlot names darkens these doors no more." 
So in his cruel wrath the strong man swore; 
And on the women's hearts that iron curse 
Grievous and heavy lay, and more averse 
Grew both to speak the woe each shared with each, 
Or find relief in words of human speech. 

But ere the harvest time the old man died 
Broken with woe. David had been his pride. 
And at his ruin he look'd up no more. 
But Death and Sorrow knocking at the door 
Of his old life, letting in Sorrow, lo. 
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He let in Death. Nor linger'd long in woe, 
The gentle mother fading soft away 
With a more pensive paleness every day, 
Patient and sweet, in uncomplaining part 
Grateful to all, but stricken to the heart. 
Fading, she had the melancholy grace 
Of mute decaying things that droop in peace, 
And show no clinging unto life, but have 
Their quiet consummation in the grave. 
And oft remorsefully Ruth watch'd her smile, 
Or sit in fond pretence of wonted toil, 
While the thin hands moved vaguely blind with teaxs 
In the mute helplessness that most endears. 
And caught those hands in hers, and roughly chid 
Her awkward ways, with aching love that hid 
Perforce in chiding words and fond rebuke, 
Nor dared to trust itself one pleading look. 
Lest it should break loud weeping on her neck. 
And as each day left her yet more a wreck, 
The wistful eyes were bent on Reuben's face, 
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If but one soft relenting touch to trace: 
As one on whom slow deathful waters creep, 
Surveys with hungry eyes the craggy steep, 
But sees it blind, impassive, monstrous stand, 
Frowning grey death across the moaning sand: 
For still she saw that face more hard and grey. 
And with a sigh those eyes would turn away. 

Till came the last In the dark orchard trees 
The summer dawn broke red without a breeze, 
And one large star, as the great mom increased, 
Bum'd in the violet beds of the dim east, 
And grey with dew the wet-grass'd pastures lay 
With footless field-paths winding dim away, 
And from the deep-drench'd garden-walks and croft 
The multitudinous chirp of birds came soft. 
Sad break such dawns by dying beds, too fair. 
Too bright, too calm, the touching light they wear, 
Lifie and young light re-orient bom' from night, 
While all we love lies darkening out of sight. 
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And Ruth above her mother sofUy bent, 
Met the wide gaze with strange disquiet blent, 
As one in dreams, who labours hard to speak, 
Sees the near shock, but spell-bound cannot shriek, 
And all her wishes, like dumb things in need, 
Look'd from the eyes that could but mutely plead, 
Till Ruth no longer could refrain, but boVd 
Upon the dying hands, and spake aloud, 
"O mother, is it Jessie? Speak, O speak!" 
But as that name was breathed in accents weak, 
A sharp cry split the dying lips in twain, 
Of secret anguish and of pent-up pain. 
And full of anguish were the words she spake, 
" O Ruth, forgive her for thy mother's sake ! 
Forgive as the dear Lord of all foigave. 
And those who mock'd and slew Him died to save. 
And as I now forgive before high God. 
Cruel thy wrong, my child, but kiss the rod. 
Nor let the fountains of thy soul run blood 
And bitterness. Ruth, for the love of God, 
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Seek me the Child, and let me once again 
Fold her in these old arms. In sin and pain 
Some cit/s flags she beats with bleeding feet, 
My love ! my pride ! my joy ! my Jessie sweet ! 
And mothers chide her from their doors at dark 
Ere they give suck to their own babes, nor mark 
Those babes may grow to need some mother's pity, 
Homeless, forlorn, alone in a great city — 
And she a sweeter babe than they could boast. 
O Ruth, for this is all I know at most, 
That he has cross'd the seas who wrought this ill, 
Whom high God judge, — I dare not curse, 'twill kill, 
A mother's curse, they say, — and soil'd in name, 
Has left her in that city whence he came. 
O seek her, Ruth, and bring the broken home." 
"And Reuben, mother?" but an angry bloom 
Smote her pale face whom fresh pangs seem'd to pierce, 
"Accursfed be his wrath for it was fierce. 
And cursfed be his anger. Child," she said, 
"For it was cruel. Soon he means to wed. 
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And thee he then will need no more. O say 
Thou dost forgive, wilt seek our lamb astray, 
The lost one find." " Needed no more ;" they fell, 
Those words, like the dull beats of some great bell 
Swung by an earthquake, blasting with a sense 
Of desolation, loneliness immense, 
And lower, lower boVd the agonised face. 
Nor yet refiised, but murmured firom its place, 
"Mother, I do forgivej and thou the Child 
Shalt see in that high place and undefiled, 
To which, O broken Heart, thou goest." And, lo, 
The rod that smote those two bow*d down in woe, 
Budded, and bore Love's almond-blossoms fair. 
And that last darkness fill'd with heaven-sweet air. 
And Ruth looked up and met her mothers gaze ; 
And as the early hind, who thro' the haze 
Treads the grey valley bottoms, lifts his eyes. 
And sees the shining uplands o'er him rise, 
With their still glittering corn-fields, far withdrawn. 
Orchards, and lifted homesteads, bright with dawn. 
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Hung in the sacred stillness of the mom ; 
So Ruth, lifting her heavy eyes forlorn, 
Beheld her mother's face serene and bright, 
Lit with a light not of our day or night, 
Full of sweet peace and satisfied calm ; and knew 
That death's great morning broke, and threw 
Herself upon her knees, and made her moan, 
"O mother, wilt thou leave me too alone. 
Thou too?' And with the vast sad tenderness 
Of dying men, the hands were raised to bless. 
And fondly stroked the suffering face and head; 
But ere she spoke the fitful thought had fled, 
And deep sleep took her like a death in life. 
Ah, not in sorrow, not in storm and strife. 
Died the meek Heart; for the great Comforter 
That walks with men, a silent Minister, 
Moved back the shadow on the dial face 
Back to the morning hours of sinless grace. 
Babbling of old home fields and childish play. 
And long forgotten things, she pass'd away. 
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Not thro' the crumbling portals of decay, 
But thro' the morning gate of childhood pass'd 
To that still land where all find rest at last 
But once to straining eyes a fitful light 
Gleam'd in the darkening house, ere fell the night, 
When with a still-lit smUe she raised her hand — 
"Not here, not here, but in the tearless landf 
They heard her murmur ere her Spirit pass*d. 
And knew she thought on Jessie to the last 

Ah, happy, happy they who bring their dead 
With words of prayer and holy comfort said. 
And in some village churchyard lay them low, 
Where the white nettle and wild mallow blow. 
And the great blossoming chestnut boughs overhead 
Their rosy showers along the warm grass shed, 
And nature sets our bitter memories 
With fair ungrieving things, and shapes of peace, — 
Dear harmless flowers, and simple things that grow. 
And tender curvings of the wind-bent bough, — 
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Till desolation owns the gentle sway, 

And human anguish weeps itself away ; 

And Death itself is felt as deeper life, 

No more confused by dust, and toil, and strife, 

As Love released from form, to be a fair 

And elemental presence everywhere. 

Till earth and her star-spangled shadow, night. 

Transfigured grow in a diviner light 

But for the living Dead, the lost, the loved. 

Parted by life, not death, and far removed, 

Who own no hallowed rest where hymn and prayer 

Seem lingering yet on the enchanted air, 

What balm % what hope ? — ^who make the heart a tomb. 

Whose horrid secrets blanch the wan cheek's bloom, 

Yet tho' that heart break slowly, may not speak. 

Nor find relief in words however weak. 

Lest other guess our shame, and it should rise 

To mock us coldly fix)m the stranger's eyes; 

Till night, the starry mother with her dews. 

Silence and sleep thro' the still land lets loose. 
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And dark the silent stair, and shut all doors, 
And footsteps die along the upper floors; 
Then from its grave crawls forth the spotted thing, 
Then into blood is tum'd each living spring, 
We faint, we fall, we bleed, and wildly weep. 
And moan ourselves away to troubled sleep. 

Yet from the Cross, lo, still is heard in prayer 
A pleading Voice commending to our care 
Those who have sinn'd or suffer'd. Still that Form 
Breathes of celestial patience, stills the storm. 
For exiled pity pleads, "Behold thy mother;" 
"Behold thy brother," sinful, yet thy brother; 
"Behold thy sister," take her to thy heart; 
And binds us thus to do our sad sweet part 
In the great suffering brotherhood of man. 
Blessed are they who hear that Voice, tho' wan 
Their cheek, and bow'd their heart with grief and shame. 
Theirs is a good that like a roseate flame 
Turns things of basest use and foulest birth 
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To its own sunbright essence, and from earth 
Lifts it to heaven. Nor grow they old, but keep 
Fresh morning springs of feeling, bright and deep. 
Nor sin, tho' closely breathed, can aught infect 
Their wholesome lives, or breed in them defect. 
Who doing good, and working with their hands 
The odorous deeds that wait our Lord's commands, 
Their spikenard drop on every breeze, and make 
The air of life smell sweeter for their sake. 

And thus it was with Ruth. All over now, 
The last look taken at all she loved below, 
The last hot angry thought quench'd in God's dew, 
The meek face calm beneath the calm night blue. 
No trace of struggle left, or sharp distress. 
She sat within the casement's deep recess. 
Full in the splendour of the harvest moon, 
Gazing on all she must forsake so soon. 

Methinks to that fair moon, sleep's silver nurse. 
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Earth, with her graves, her anguish, and her curse, 
Soft spinning in the sapphire light that streamed 
On bowef d thorpe, dim wood and valley, seem*d 
Like some huge opal flashing magic hues, 
Hues of moon-blanchfed grain hung with large dews 
That hold the reflex of a star, of leaves. 
Waters aad pastures dim, and quiet sheaves 
That slope their shadows o'er tlie silver'd fields, — 
Fair pastoral calm that sweet contentment yields, 
But to Ruth's heart came blent with vanished years. 
With half-remember'd joys and long-wept tears. 
Like an old tune sung to forgotten words. 
That stirs vague feelings, and among the chords 
Goes groping inarticulately sweet; 
And gazing on old pastures at her feet. 
The past came pleading back with a mild power. 
Purged of its earthly fires ; aad in that hour 
With hers, her mother's spirit seem'd to meet 
In dearer union ; longings vast and sweet 
After the lost, the loved, were in her heart. 
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And she felt strong to live, from self apart, 
To seek the lost; and like the noble tree 
Which stricken to the heart, yet patiently 
Yields precious balms, — ^to all in sin, in need. 
She would go forth to comfort, strengthen, plead, 
And from the sufferer's learn the comforter's part, 
With God and love and duty in her heart. 

Then as the earliest dawn broke dewy grey. 
She rose, and having softly knelt to pray. 
Folded with household neatness, moving light. 
Fair linen sweet with sim-dried lavender, white 
As fresh-sprung clover beds on new-mown meads. 
Her mother's Bible and some simple needs; 
Then upon tip-toe crept by Reuben's door, 
Nor dared to look upon his face once more. 
Lest he should break her purpose with his wrath. 
And turn her footsteps from their promised path. 
But as the last gate shut beneath her hand, 
And her feet tum'd to leave the pleasant land, — 
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Her home, her mother's grave, and all she loved, — 
In one sharp flash her life before her moved: 
And like some shape of roseate mist that strays 
And streams afar, but even as we gaze 
Its radiant heart is broken, yet broken yields 
A morning glitter to the woods and fields. 
And lingers on a wand'ring sweetness still 
About men's homes; so rose without her will 
The broken past, wrung her with anguish keen, 
Yet gave a human deamess to the scene — 
Pastures and bubbling brooks, and hill-side lone, 
Into these things her simple life had gone. 
And leaving these, her lost youth o'er her swept. 
And bow'd upon the gate she moan'd and wept; 
Sorely she wept while the young birds sang sweet. 
Wept as the radiant grasses at her feet 
Broke in a silent surf of flowers, forlorn 
Wept in the lonely brightness of the mom ; 
Till as an hour was toH'd from far away, 
She tum'd, and weeping went her lonely way. 
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Two years had pass'd, as down dim thorough- 
fares 
A lonely woman paced, come for the night 
From toil. Her eyes, that seem'd deep wells of tears. 
Had a strange wistful look, a restless light. 
Of those who seek but find not; else her face 
Shone with a sweet obedient calm that spoke 
A mind made up, and God's dear healing grace. 
And one who earthly happiness forsook, 
To find instead the blessedness of heaven. 
For late and early Ruth had sought the Child, 
Threading the city's foulness late at even, 
And haunts of vice with footsteps undefiled. 
And sick at heart for Jessie; till firom one 
She felt for all, and life seem'd only given 
To ease sore hearts, and lead the lost, undone, 
Back to a mother and a forgotten heaven. 
And as firom some old broken fountain grey 
Wild waters well, and o'er moss'd firagments leap, 
And singing make of ruin and decay 
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A voice to charm all lonely griefs to sleep; 
So from her ruin'd life and broken heart 
She won a voice that spake to all in grief, 
And drew them with a simple mother's art 
Of comfort, bringing to sick hearts relief; 
Until she grew well known by all, as one 
Of God's bright messengers who walk this earth 
In dim disguise, known only by what's done, 
Earning her daily bread in humble worth. 

Oft when her toil was done, with Christlike pity. 
Round her she drew the outcast of the city, 
Orphans with bold bad faces from the street, 
Who call'd her mother with a piteous bleat 
Of their lost lips, that never yet had known 
A mother's kisses, sick ones broken down. 
And men with faces scrawl'd like dungeon walls 
With guilty secrets, hidden sins and falls, — 
All obscure forms of human misery lone 
That struggle for a voice, and finding none. 
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Into the vast and unknown sea go down 

With dumb appealing hands. And if unknown 

She shrank from any, from the past there sprang 

A little night-gown'd shape, that laugh'd and sang, 

Paddling with little naked shell-pink feet 

Across the oaken floor, bewitching sweet. 

And o'er her shot a sudden aching thrill, 

" Perchance they once were like our Jessie !" till 

She leam'd that lesson, which to truly learn 

Is blessedness, to pity and to yearn 

O'er all, to feel contempt for none who bear 

The Form divine of man, the Shechinah wear 

Of those divinities that in man's heart 

Have their deep home. Such have a gracious art 

Of winning entrance into hearts most hard, 

And ruin'd natures others disregard, 

They with the power of hope and love restore 

To noble uses and to heaven once more. 

Many there were who Ruth with blessings crown'd, 

And still among these lost ones foimd. 
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The wandering Lost was pra)r'd for night and day, 
That to the Fold might come the lamb astray. 

But in the sunmier heats it was, when bright 
And baleful bum'd the dog-star thro' the night, 
And the fierce sunsets flaming heaved and fell 
Like burning oils along the lazy swell 
Of stagnant rivers reeking in the sun, 
And the great city sweltered in the noon. 
Until the night hot, maddening, stifling fell, 
A fever struck the streets where huddling dwell 
The outcast and the poor. Many in fear 
Fled panic-struck as the disease drew near. 
Abandoning the sick and dying one : 
But Ruth, to whom death seem*d no skeleton 
Seated at life's overflowing feast, but rather 
As a white-wingfed angel of her Father, 
Bearing the lilies of His love, moved quick 
From house to house to wait upon the sick; 
Moistening with pious care the parched mouth 
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With healing touches cool as the moist south, 
lliat gently lifts at eve and parts the hair 
Upon the sick man's brow, — ^with hope and prayer 
Strengthening the feeble heart, and, stepping light, 
Reducing all to cleanly order bright 

But now it came to pass one eve she came 
From visiting the sick in haunts of shame 
And darkest alleys. Pale was the meek face, 
Of weariness and watching bearing trace : 
But as she paced the hot sun-whiten'd lanes. 
That kindling flash'd back from a thousand panes 
The sunsefs shattered fires, o'er her soul swept 
Thoughts of her long left home that long had slept, 
And all the loveless glare pass'd from her eyes. 
As visions of fresh country green did rise. 
O but to cool her feet in daisied grass ! 
O but once more to feel the breezes pass 
Thro' her wind-lifted hair, and walk anew 
By brooks and gurgling waters bubbling blue ! 
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O but once more to see her Reuben's face, 
And know if he had miss'd her from his place, 
And had forgiven! "Is this death," she mused, 
" Murmiu"s and scents within my heart confused 
Of the long home I go to, thus to have 
Such longings) O my Lord, let me first save 
The Child, that I may meet my mother's face, 
Nor with earth's anguish dim that happy place. 
Saying, 'I sought her, but .the Child is not. 
And never more shall share thy blessed lot.'" 

But even as she mused, behold a crowd 
Gather'd, and one in passing spake aloud, 
"A tramp, a woman dying in the street. 
Struck by the fever." And at once Ruth's feet 
Drew near, and the crowd parting spake, " Ruth Grey ! 
Our Ruth !" the murmur ran. " Make way, make way." 

Moments there are when in its agony 
The soul from the twin clay writhes itself free, 
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And clears at one great bound the laws of space 
And time, and is, its sole self its own place, 
Itself its own immeasurable time. 
Ruth knew this only in that hour sublime. 
That somehow by a dying form sHe kneels, . 
And calls her "Jessie," making fond appeals, 
While her own voice she seems to hear athwart 
The hush, like something from herself apart — 
"Jessie, dost thou not know me? silly Child! 
It is thy sister. Sweet — look not so wild." 

But as to sea-bound ships there haply comes, 
Nearing some blossoming land of happy homes, 
A breeze that wafts athwart the dark'ning blue 
Scents of the hay, the smell of evening dew. 
Sounds of an hour among the leaves slow toll'd. 
And inland bleatings of the pastoral fold; 
And wakes, where mute the sailor leans apart. 
Old vague home longings in his sea-worn heart. 
Yet drives him forth again on the waste sea, — 
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So the familiax name, breathed tenderly 

In accents known, a moment did arrest 

The wandering mind, and to the dying heart 

Brought back her childhood, and a dewy sense 

Of mother's love and girlish innocence, 

Yet drove her forth the next upon a sea 

Of wild despair and darker misery : — 

"Who call'd me Jessie? Twas my mother's name. 

She loved me, and I broke her heart with shame. 

Dolly they call me now, but somewhere, sure. 

In some lost world, when I was good and pure. 

They called me Jessie, — O so long ago! 

So young, so young, and yet to suffer so! 

Let me alone, I say, that I may die ! 

I am too bad to live," — then with a sigh, — 

"And God, He knows, I am too bad to die." 

Sudden the silver cord of memory 

Brittle with fever snapped, and once again 

Her thoughts fell scattered from a fevered brain 

Like unstrung beads. Fragments of home there were, 
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Mingled with dd street songs; a broken prayer, 

Her mothers name, a laugh so sad it brought 

Quick tears, and words, the vacant homes of thought, 

That mock'd the ear with sense of loss alone, — 

When, like an iEolian harp, the power gone, 

That shaped its issues to an end, the mind 

Pours its upbraiding music on the wind. 

And Ruth, who clasp'd her in her arms, so near. 

So far away, who in her answer'd prayer 

Found but the nest from which the bird is flown, 

Fearing she thus would die, unfound, alone, 

Unblest and unforgiven, in agony 

Bow'd down and cried, " Not thus, O God most high. 

My God, let me not find her thus !** 

But quick 
It spread that Ruth had found her sister, sick, 
Yet living; and it pleased the people much. 
And many wept Then with a reverent touch 
They took her up, made womanly and fair 
By that great love that with diviner air 
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Touch'd her, and hues of heaven, and bore her home, 
Where Ruth had pray'd the wanderer might come. 
And Ruth wash'd the fair lambs with loving care, 
Kiss'd and comb'd out the lovely tangled hair, 
Her mother's pride — ^then kiss'd again, and wept, 
And laid her on a bed, where soon she slept 

O changed enough to make an angel weep ! 
Bitter the baby mouth, that even in sleep 
Seem'd half-averted to refuse the world, 
Found wormwood to the dregs and from her hurPd. 
Her eyes seem'd laiger for the woe, the grief 
That having found no words, no fond relief. 
Had tum'd away from earth, and made a home 
Of hopeless looks, vast, uncomplaining, dumb ; 
And round them, as round watery moons, sad tears 
Had set their constant iris with past years. 
And dash'd the infant rose upon her cheek. 
And thinking of a name she dared not speak, 
Ruth felt, beholding all that wreck imtold. 
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Twas better to be wrong'd a thousand-fold 
Than wronging, better to lose in sin than win, 
They losing most, who most succeed in sin. 
Nor wished she any more that punishment 
Might overtake him; wheresoever he went 
The deed was curse enough, let him not die; 
And from her heart welFd up the deep bright cry, 
" Father, forgive him !" But from that sad hour 
Ruth lived to watch by that sweet broken flower, 
The wandering spirit to call back and purge. 
That hovered yet about the starry verge 
Where life's sad yesterday of sin and sorrow 
Trembles upon a vast and unknown morrow; 
Till the fierce fever light, that monstrous cast 
Fantastic shadows huge, fell quenched at last 
In dewy sleep, and like a wandering star 
The mind's soft fires came quivering back from far 
Into her sapphire homes, that opening threw 
A light of recognition, soft and true. 
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Then those two met in love and tears, 
And fallings on the neck, and broken prayers, 
And sweet forgiveness breathing sacred things, 
When wounded hearts, like sharply smitten strings, 
Trembling make heavenly music of the wrong. 
And hearing of the love that sought her long. 
And that where most she wrong'd, she most was loved, 
All her sin-laden heart was inly moved; 
And in that love she saw herself most vile. 
Yet in that love saw hope upon her smile; 
And felt, as after better things she yeam'd. 
Like some poor prodigal, who home retum'd 
Stands in his father's house, and ill at ease. 
His wasted form in some great mirror sees, 
Ragged, forlorn — ^and shrinks from his own hate— 
Yet sees behind him stand compassionate. 
With outstretched arms and yearning in his eye. 
His father — ^tuming then with one sharp cry 
Of love and anguish and repentance blest. 
Hides from himself upon his father's breast 



Digitized 



by Google 



72 THE SISTERS. 

For Love in heaven made possible to her 
By Love that walk'd on earth, the Wanderer 
Weeping came home to God. 

But Ruth, whose heart 
Now own'd her doubly dear, oft watched apart 
Where marble-white she lay in sleep's soft band 
As a carved lily in an angel's hand. 
Nor saw she gathered strength ; more pale, more still 
From day to day; no pain, no visible ill. 
Only the, fading sheath, torn, soiled in hue, 
Breaking to let the fadeless blossom thro'; 
And fondly deem'd her native air might yet 
Restore her. Likewise her true heart was set 
To see her unto Reuben reconciled, 
Knowing his heart with cruel wrath defiled. 
That shut him up from God's great pity. Late 
And early thus she toil'd, constrain'd to wait 
Earning the means; till came at length the day 
When with glad hearts they started on their way. 
Yet not to the old home, for Ruth had heard 
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How, from old memories within him stitf d 
Of dead and lost and gone, that made the place 
Hamit him remorseful like some wrong'd dead face, 
Ten miles to eastward he had moved away, 
Where now with wife and child dwelt Reuben Grey. 

The westering July sun had bumish'd red 
The village church clock's golden hours, half-sped. 
When those two sisters reach'd their brother's door : 
And one, with beats of heart and prajdng sore, 
The other, with bright cheek and faltering feet, 
Beheld him sitting on the garden seat 
Upon his knees was poised his two-year child. 
Who stood with tottering feet and motions wild, 
And patted with her pinky palms his face. 
That, backward thrown and laughing, wink'd apace. 
As blown upon by drifts of apple blossom ; 
While on the radiant head and dimpled bosom, 
A tuft of gleaming hazels, evening-sunn'd, 
Showered gold-amber lights, — so rich a ftmd 
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Of fatherly content within his heart, 
Ruth felt his child would best plead Jessie's part. 
But quick that hope was dash'd, beholding how 
The light fell darkened from his lip and brow, 
And darkening from his knees the frighten'd child, 
As Ruth drew near and spake in accents mild : 
" Reuben, she has repented of her sin : 
Her Saviour has forgiven, and from within 
The golden gates our mother breathes 'Forgive!' 
Forgive her, dear ! she has not long to live : 
Brother, she is our flesh, one blood doth stir 
Within her veins, one milk did nourish her 
With us: despising her we do despise 
Ourselves, our Lord despise, who in her cries — 
Forgive !".... her words grew choked and unexprest. 
Beseeching hands and silence spoke the rest. 

Cruel his light-blue eye, cruel as death. 
His lips, like leaves, curFd in his angry breath. 
The wrath that smoked against her who had brought 
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Shame on the honest name, else soil'd by naught. 
But in the rush of angry memories, 
As armies hissing tramp the herby leas, 
And leave a bruisfed fragrance as they move, 
Something of old home sweetness mingling strove, 
As he beheld her fallen there, low, low, 
Crouch'd at his feet, so lost, so boVd with woe. 
His mother's pride, their household Lily, broken, 
Soil'd from her stem : and o'er him rose unspoken 
Visions of home-bom peace and early joys. 
His youth, old corn-fields, and his mother's voice : 
And tender touches of their ancient hearth. 
Weakened him as a mist, the morning's birth. 
Weakens the giant shoulders of the hill. 
That faint and fail before its gentlest will: 
And something too of semblance to his child 
That as in pity clothfed her defiled 
With a sweet charity of innocent looks. 
And into tears touch'd all his sharp rebukes; 
Till all his mother sprang to his lips, and cried. 
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"Sister, thou art forgiven!" 

But Ruth, who died 
To hope of reconciliation sweet, 
Whose life-long aim seem'd shiver'd at her feet, 
Grasping despair, yet finding in despair 
The ripe fruition of her utmost prayer, 
Felt even as one grown old at sea, who nears 
In a sea-fog his ancient home, and hears 
The sea-roars breaking on the muffled shore, 
And deems he drives on deathful rocks, no more 
To see her, that old mother trouble-bent; 
Then hears his native church-bells pealing faint. 
And sees the old familiar fields between 
The sea-fog's wreaihbd mists gleam chilly green, — 
Finding not death, but home, back to his heart 
Rushes the blood-warm life, as fears depart. 
And his white lips babble with prayer and praise. 
So Ruth beholding Reuben gently raise 
The fallen from the ground, with lifted heart 
In silent worship boVd, she stood apart. 
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Beholding how her God had brought her thro', 
And comforted her broken days anew; 
Then upon both their necks she fell, she boVd, 
And lifting up their voice they wept aloud. 

Then Reuben call'd his wife, who at a glance 
Knew all, without the need of utterance ; 
And with a woman's gracious tact, she brought 
Them in and comforted their hearts, nor thought 
Upon the past, but in her pious soul 
Sang with the angels over one made whole. 

A little while she lingered by their side, 
The sweet face calm, forgiven, satisfied, — 
A little while her voice at early mom 
Was heard in sanctities of sorrow bom, — 
By Reuben loved, the darling of his child. 
Who round her danced and sang in gambols wild. 
And like young growths about a storm-bleach'd limb 
Clothed her with innocent freshness, dear to him 
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Who watch'd them both, — so fair, to every eye 

They preach'd the ever new Evangel high 

Of God's forgiveness, and a Divinity 

That walks with men, and guides their erring feet 

Back to fresh fountains and still pastures sweet. 

Then she laid down the burthen and the weight. 
And entef d thro' the gate, the golden gate, 
Caird Beautiful of all the broken-hearted : 
And Ruth knelt and gave thanks for her departed 
In faith and fear and humble penitence. 
Then the still form they took and bore her thence, 
And laid her by her mother, parted here 
By Life and Sin — ^by Love and Death brought near ; 
And o'er the headstone wrote with pious hand, 
" Not here, not here, but in the tearless land !" 

Then Ruth arose and bade them all farewell; 
And with her brother's blessing went to dwell 
In that great city where her heart was left 
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Among the lost, the sinful, and bereft, — 
The city's mighty sorrows dearer grown 
Than the old bubbling brooks and pastures lone. 
There following her Lord she did abide, 
And as a missionary lived and died. 
Blessings did tend her to the grave, and sing 
Her to her rest; sweet prayers and humble trust 
Were hers. Her memory lived, a blessed thing. 
And all her faults slept with her in the dust. 
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ERNEST LEE. 

/^NCE more in England ! once again at home ! 

And Ernest Lee, firom alien lands late come 
And distant travel, at that thought arose, 
And crushed the lattice 'gainst the bedded leaves, 
Whilst woo'd once more, from mider English eaves. 
By breezes that had slept till day was bom 
On fresh bean blossoms, in heart-luU'd repose 
He lean'd and watch'd the breaMng of the day. 
As, leading up her radiant sister. Mom, 
The violet-wreathed Dawn, close-clad in grey, 
Dipp'd her cool feet in those first waves of light 
That ripple up the east, the whUe, unsought, 
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Sweet church-bell memories, half sad, half bright, 
Came drifting down some sighing wind of thought. 

" There stands the Grange beneath the selfsame sky, 
Half hid among grey morning woods, that, seen 
From hence, with all their shrill bird-music lie 
Deep hush*d with distance. Ah, how it recalls 
That far-oflf day when Harold Browne and I, 
Let loose from toil and stifling city walls. 
Started pedestrians in life's spring-time green. 
To see my country cousins at the Grange 
One summer Sunday in the month of flowers ; 
For all the land was woven into bowers. 
And every leafy copse and hedge-way range 
Were faint with musky roses, that did blow, 
Flushed as an ocean shell, by every croft; 
And on the village elders, thick and sweet, 
The drifts of blossom lay, like waning snow, 
Left in green hollows of the hills aloft. 
Fast fading under the midsummer heat 
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"Well I remember in the dewy prime 
We started, bower'd from the sun's hot ray 
By blossom-tassell'd branches of the lime, 
Winding thro' lanes, cool morning crypts of shade, 
And poppied corn-fields breezy in the sun, 
Green homes of happy larks, — ^thro' whitethorn glades 
And meadows dropp'd with gold ; and wandering on. 
We cross'd a brook, that winding on its way 
Gleam'd like a silver sickle lightly thrown 
Down in deep meadow grass; and by the sound 
Of a leaf-muffled chime our footsteps . led. 
We reached a chiu-ch with glooming yew set round : 
Cool-dark within, save where the pavement floor 
Was dimly splash'd by some rich morning drops 
Of molten amethyst on font and stone, 
Or green light streaming thro' the open door; 
And entering from the noontide heat and glare, 
We -mingled mutely with the rustic- groups 
Of worshippers, and boVd our hearts in prayer 
To Him Whose Hand had made the world so fair. 
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"And on that day she first did meet our eyes, 
Grace, my sweet country cousin, then imknown; 
For not far from our journey's end, as prone 
On flowery fieldbeds at our ease we lay, 
Outstretched beneath the leafy charities 
Of a grey-dappled beech, she pass'd that way. 
The evening bells were still, her cheek was flushed, 
As down the hill-side thro' deep grass she brush'd, — 
The grass, that sighing rose beneath her feet 
To gaze on her with all its flowery eyes, — 
The while her dainty shadow, flitting fleet 
Before, peep'd in and out the latticed shade. 
With down-dropp'd lids, like two bright butterflies 
Close netted up in golden phantasies, 
She pass'd nor saw us. Was it then a Ught 
Half shadow of the coming time, that made 
Each hide from each his secret thought, and slight 
Her beauty with a careless touch of praise ? 

" We lingefd till, breeze-borne, the last sung hymn 
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Had died away among the leaves, and then, 

Crossing a simple sun-loved village green 

Touch'd with bright sabbath peace, resumed our way. 

Just as the falling sun^s low-slanted ray 

Had bronzed the village yews; and to the right 

Passing thro' sunny evening meadows dim 

With trailing shadow, reached the grey old house, 

With evening-lighted water girded bright. 

And one large chestnut, thwart whose swinging boughs 

And old enmossfed roots a watery light 

Flowed ever on, caught from the moonfed horns 

Of windy ripples. 

Teuantless the hall. 
Wide open door'd, and silent to the call; 
But by a sound of airy laughter drawn, 
Threading moss'd pathways and quaint leafy turns, 
We found them drinking tea upon the lawn; 
Nor fail'd to mark the same sweet face once more. 
Among the rosy rout of children set. 
A hearty English welcome given and met. 
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And brief reproax:h I had not been before, 
Beside the pastoral board we took our seat, 
And join'd the meal, — z. feast of country sweets, 
A blush of fruit half hid in cooling leaves. 
Amber-juiced honeycomb, roots summer chill. 
And twinkling cresses from the neighbouring rill, — 
Spread from the sun beneath the broad-flung eaves 
Of the thick-nutted chestnut boughs o'er head. 
Where among glooming leaves a broken moon 
Stood like a golden dew. 

Hush'd at first, soon 
The babble of sweet voices re-began ; 
While Harold, to high converse native bred. 
Pleased with my uncle spoke, — the reverend man, 
The snow of well-spent years upon his head, — 
I with my aimt,. on whom the dignity 
Of motherhood sat serene and wife-like sway. 
Whose ample form spoke comfort to the eye; 
Her gracious face so bright with homely peace, 
Her lips so summer-sweet with charity. 
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That crabbfed natures mellow'd in her ray, 
And caught perforce from her the trick to please; 
And near her e'en the stinging-nettle bore 
A milk-white blossom. But still not the less 
Our eyes were fix'd upon that Loveliness 
That voiceless sat apart, eye-bent to earth; 
Yet tho' she spake not, thro' the noise and mirth 
Methought her sweetness stole upon the sense 
Like unseen flowers. 

The children kiss'd, and laid 
Upon their beds in sleepy innocence, 
On the warm dewless lawn we lingering sta/d, 
Muffled in fragrant air yet warm with day. 
Till eve's last rosy waif had faded grey, 
And in the heavens there was no light, but where 
The sleepy eyelid of the dusk afar 
Faint quiver'd with the summer lightnings; while 
From earth each tender hue was soft withdrawn. 
Merged in one cloudy green about the lime. 
Save where the lilies glimmer'd on the lawn. 
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In charmfed silence wrapt, but when from time 
To time a dark breeze, like a blind man's hand, 
Falter'd a moment o'er the leaves, and then 
Was still, we sat and watch'd, in some rich peace, 
The still stars one by one come out above 
The windless tops of the old solemn trees. 
'Twas one of those rare moments given to men. 
When, from low-thoughted care released and toil, 
O'er the calm'd spirit steals a sense of Love 
Within us and aroimd ; and speech grows rare, 
Soul with soul holding a communion dear 
In some vast language heard not by the ear: 
Until at length we rose, a silent band. 
As somewhere in the gloom was toll'd an hour, 
And entering the lamp-lit rooms again, 
A silver cloud was loosen'd out of sight. 
And whispering about the leaf and flower. 
The unseen presence of a darkling rain 
Fiird the deep night with fragrance; its murmurs 
dim 
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Heard in the pauses of the quiet h3rmn 

We sang with thankful hearts that sabbath night 

" O home of peace and sweet reUgious joy, 
Where storm or passion came not to destroy, 
But where the reverend parents, throned on hearts 
Ruled with wise household laws, by all obey'd; 
Where each fair life did circling sing and shine 
Obedient unto duty^s laws divine, — 
Sweet Gospel lives, that beat in tune, and made 
One music with the wind among the trees; 
Records of wholesome deeds, by nature's arts. 
Like some old pious missal of rich worth. 
Set round with lovely things of summer earth, — 
Sun-sweetening fruit, the blowing clover, bees. 
The whitethorn's budded pearls fresh washed with 

rain, 
Or nested throstle with her freckled mate, 
Blossoms and country green. Even to this day 
A glimmering feeling steals along my brain, 
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Like faint disclosings of some former state, 
As I recall once more the grey-waird house, 
Silent i' the heat, with drafty corridors 
Wide open to the breeze and sweet with hay; 
Dim rooms green lighted with the garden boughs. 
Drowsed by the sultry hum of summer flies, 
And curtains that in warm winds idly sway ; 
And teeming summer all without its doors, 
And many a silver-wingfed light of mom 
Flitting about its gusty ivy-dark : 
Fit home of her who grew, their earliest bom. 
The sunshine of her parents' hearts and eyes. 
The Grace divine the Heavens did celebrate 
Their loves withal; she singing like a lark/ 
Who shared her mother's toil, with step sedate 
That seem'd but scarce redeem'd from childish play. 
Moving, as fragrant fresh as boughs of May. 

"As native to our being did it look, 
To turn to her with many a secret vow. 
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As the sweet sympathy that bends the bough 
Towards the bubbling freshness of the brook. 
I loved, ah, sweet! ah, bitter bitter sweet! 
Since something soon in the fresh dawn that broke 
Along her cheek his coming step to greet, 
Or in the bashful tones with which she spoke 
His name, told my sick heart, not I, not I, 
But Harold was beloved. O that my name 
Betwixt her lips' red leaves in smile and sigh 
Thus in her balmy breath embalmed lay! 
O dull-eyed mind more gross than filthy clay, 
That brought him there to steal my one ewe lamb, 
And make me of all men most wretched ! Nay, 
But was he not more worthy] O a man 
Most nobly made ! of sovereign intellect bold 
To scale, keen-eyed, the speculative height. 
And yet in spirit ever most humble; one 
Most pitiful of weakness, tho' unknown ; 
To whom instinctively the mother told 
Her care, while reverently he bent his head 
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To her who by his words grew comforted ; 

Of such rare excellence in friendship, might 

In love, his deeds my utmost wish foreran. 

That I of all should be the most remote 

To owe him aught but love. But all the more 

I hated him for what I loved before; 

And Love, grown cruel, fought with Love, and smote 

His balmy brother, and his fair kingdom stood 

Divided 'gainst itself. Oh, I was mad! 

For ofttimes when their eyes a shy glance stole, 

And on his cheek the love-glow mantled glad. 

The devil in me could have slain him there : 

Yet oft, my thoughts yet red with his life's blood — 

Such divers passions strove for mastery — 

I long'd to fall upon his gracious neck. 

And weeping tell him all my sin — the wreck 

Of dearest hopes, the anguish of a soul 

That travails of a still-bom love — and hear 

I was forgiven, and see thro' sympathy 

The mother's pity moisten in his eye. 
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Pity? Away! away! O blistering balms! 

Once smiling down from happy heights of love, 

Methought they kindly pitied me, and strove 

To cheer me. Like a brute I tum*d and spake, 

I know not what, and hurt her tender ears — 

Ah, sure, not I, but Misery! with rude 

Rough words. Her eyes grew great with big bright 

tears; 
She spake not ; nay, no breath of soft rebuke 
Stirr'd the twin blossoms of her lips ; but meek. 
As tho' the fault were hers, not mine, she stoodj 
So dear a sight, with pleading hands and look. 
Sweet hands, that, suppliant, shewed the rosy palms — 
I caught and crushed their rose-leaves to my lips, 
And flung them from me wet with tears, and fled. 
All night, as on my brain sick dreams did crowd, 
I heard Time's footfall beat with measured tread 
About the antique clock and darkened stair. 
All night my thoughts in their dark house sang loud 
Of love and anguish. All night in dark eclipse 
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I fought with beasts, — ^rage, envy, sharp despair, 
And murderous hate, — and slew them. For yet e*er 
The Rosy-boni gave light to the dark East, 
And swallows chaflfer'd in the dewy grey, 
I rose, and framing brief excuses fair, 
I took my cloud from off their happy day, 
And breathing blessings, as the mom increased. 
Crept thro' the glimmering house, and stole away. 

"Much have I travelled, — ^where the polar day 
Far hence submerges in its tideless blue 
Half a brief simimer; or where th' Indian ray 
Bums in the rainless air, unquench'd by dew. 
And in the windless hush the shafted palm 
Makes her calm home among the starry moons; 
And oft my footsteps smote in the deep noons. 
At sunset, or in night's majestic calm. 
Far up, the solitary mountain peak. 

"Ay me! how all in vain it is to seek 
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By change of scene to dull the present grief. 
How fair soe'er the spot, how green the leaf, 
How blue the sky or wave, yet even there 
The ancient Sorrow follows. Lo, she sits 
Beside the stream and feeds upon its sigh, 
Or makes sweet music in the swaying bough. 
Bright blossoms bloom around, the dragon-fly 
On viewless wings a molten sapphire flits, 
South winds blow soft and low. *Tis pleasant 

here,' 
The mourner saith, and thinks to drown e'en now 
In soothed sense the bitterness of thought. 
But all in present grief availeth nought ; 
For to the mourner hand in hand will go 
The Beautiful and Sorrow. Tho' most lone, 
The more of tender beauty round him thrown, 
So much more lone his loneliness must grow; 
The brighter on the present falls the sun. 
So much the deeper is the shadow cast. 
Dimming the glory of the happy past. 
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" Yet time, and faith in things unseen that grows 
With sorrow, tame all bitterness, all woes. 
And dull the edge of misery's sharpest knife ; 
And like the moon, grief, swathed at first in night, 
A dark world roll'd about its central fires, 
Steals more and more from time a pensive light; 
Until, from passion purged and earth's desires, 
Full-orb'd in tearful splendour, o'er all life 
It sheds religious meanings as we go. 
And lights us home to God. To such a one 
This earth is bright with hues of heaven ; and tho' 
He lose in youth's fond joy, his is a calm, 
A chasten'd blessedness, whose home and spring 
Is in the hearts of others, not his own. 
And Beauty, tho' it speaks to him alone 
In tones of deepest sadness, yet will fling 
A melancholy sweetness o'er him still: 
Not a wind-haunted bough but sheds a bahn 
Upon his heart; no shining shower that creeps 
Along the purple bases of the hill. 
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No break of blue above the darkling pine, 
Nor ruby-stainM window of the West, 
Seen rich and dim between dark-bolM trees, 
Nor tuft of wild flowers in their greening nest, 
But yields him joy, and sacred influence keeps 
To soothe and sanctify, while truths divine 
Do round his being into perfect peace. 

" My early Love I have lost sight of long, — 
But once an English echo o'er the waves 
Reached me of Harold's death, and in the caves 
Of memory long reverberations woke. 
That feint and fainter broke away, and died 
Upon the lip of darkness. Yet they say. 
The ghost of her sweet self, she haimts the grey 
Old house where once they led her forth a bride ; 
Whence now the happy feet have fled that broke 
The silence of its oaken floors, — ^Well-a-day ! 
All gone, some dead, some married, — ^there among 
Old memories for her child she lives alone. 
Methinks I'll see her e'er this day is done." 
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Longer he might have mused in tranquil ease, 
Disturbed but by a cuckoo to the breeze 
Syllabling his note in some dark covert glade, 
When, lo, unseen some branch-hid belfry made 
The still air warble round about it, telling 
Of sacred rest to every quiet dwelling ; 
And with its sabbath chimings broke in twain 
The linked thought that bound him to the past. 
His waking visions fair shut up at last 
In one great wish to see her yet again. 

Yet was it strange he hnger'd still? perchance 
With something of that sudden shyness sweet 
That ofttimes takes us on the brink of joy. 
Enough it seem'd once more to feel his feet 
Buried in English grass, to stroll, a boy, 
In boyish scenes, and meet a morning breeze 
That swept the blossom-starrfed lea, and shook 
Its myriad lamps, and sobb'd itself away 
In some wild ecstacy among the trees. 
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Or in warm hill-scents laid, to overlook, 
Wrapt in sweet sadness, all the wide expanse, 
Familiar as a household face to him ; 
And watch the narrow sunbeam kindling dim 
Along the vaporous green that swathes the vale. 
With its still homes and water Ughtnings grey, 
Rimm'd by blue hills, to where beyond the sense. 
In vast and melancholy light the sun-blanch'd blue 
Swoons on the hush'd horizon. Or down the dale, 
Winding thro' happy hamlets that he knew, 
Bower'd in lilac and laburnum trees, 
Their golden eave-drops twinkling in the breeze, 
To pass within the greening churchyard fence, 
Once more to worship in his mother-speech. 
And clasp the hands of unforgotten friends. 
And find his memory green in many a heart. 
Nor till the sun, in cadence towards the west, 
Twinkled a beamy star within the beech. 
Stood he, the shadow of an ancient pain 
Upon his face, within the well-known rooms; 
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And from the open window gazed again 
Upon the same grey gleaming river plains, 
Where the wet lily sleeps with her gold shadow 
Folded about her crystal feet; and there 
The garden, and the leaning alder glooms 
That fiinge the thymy headlands of the meadow, 
Where o'er the breezy boughs and water blooms. 
The same cool radiance shiver'd in the heat; — 
Nature in her vast jubilant youth the same. 
Moving in calm to fore-appointed ends, 
But life and human gladness fled, — O where? 

A light hand touch'd his shoulder; and as one 
Who darkling travels thro' the dewy lanes 
At dusk, wrapt in dark honeysuckles sweet, 
Turns and half starts to see the great red moon 
Risen phantom large among the dim seen trees, 
So started he, when tinning he beheld 
His early love before him like a dream, — 
One pendent hand a radiant child soft held. 
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Fresh as a hedge-rose blown with last night's dew, 
With eyes that seem*d to mock the welkin blue, — 
And one extended with the old frank ease 
To him who gazed on her with heart too full. 

For O how changed ! No longer beautiful, 
Or beautiful but as the clouded moon. 
Whose beauty shines in heaven not on earth. 
Much had she suffered, yet not lost all mirth 
Or buoyant motion; but as on a throne, 
Upon her fair large brow high intellect dwelt, 
Full-souFd, and with an angel gravity 
Deepened in her eyes; and noble patience felt. 
With sweetness touched the suffering mouth ; and he 
Who loved the girl now bent half awed before 
The woman, perfected by the strong hours. 

But that fair child, with a shy childish grace, 
Moved with sweet pity at his saddened face. 
Held out a little trembhng hand with flowers. 



I 
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Primrose and violets, to comfort him ; 
And bending down he kiss'd her o'er and o'er, 
Thinking of what had been j then on his knees 
Took Harold's child, where, with her half-blown words, 
And pretty shapings of her baby mouth, 
And dimpled touches soft as the sweet south, 
She chaim'd the sadness from him, and at ease 
Set both their hearts; — the sunny head grown dim 
With no sad past, glancing this way and that, 
Sway'd by her breeze-like motions, like a sheaf 
Of golden daffodils toss'd by spring winds. 
But soon within their spirits deeper chords 
Were struck, as each in th' other found relief. 
And the light frost was loosen'd from their minds. 
So in the deepening summer dusk they sat. 
And talk'd of other. days, and those at rest. 
Loved names breathed softly like a prayer, that brought 
A light of love and worship to her eyes. 
And to her face a tender radiance caught 
From sunken summers, like the withered rose 
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Of sunset worn upon the midnights breast 
Entranced he listened, lapp'd in sweet repose. 
While from her lips the past, with sanctities 
Of meditative thought came calmly blent ; 
For to his ear, unused to lofty strains, 
Her converse breathed a something excellent, 
Celestial sweetness won from sufifering, 
As earth smells sweetest after storms. 

As when 
From golden-throated pipes rich music swells 
And dies, — ^upon the after silence then. 
From sculptured leaf and marble-fretted cells, 
A shower of dim sweet echoes hghtly rains ; 
So when she ceased, within him did upspring 
A crowd of thoughts, faint echoes of her word. 
And visitings of voiceless feelings stirr'd. 
That gave him up to silence : till at last 
He rose and went, and thro' the orchard pass'd. 
Threading in thought the silent pools of light. 
Where the moon's slanted silver filtered bright 
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Thro' leaf and odorous sleeping blossom ; while 
His heart in thankful service rose, fiill fraught 
With joy to Him who from His boundless sea 
Of being fonn'd the individual soul ; 
Such souls as hers, sweet island homes of thought. 
Where loveliest feeUngs blow. And yet, ere he 
Had crossed the threshold where his youth was spent, 
His spirit, like a bow too strongly bent. 
Sprang back upon itself in gloom and doubt ; 
A loneness grasp'd his heart that did beguile 
Him of his joy, a sense that o'er him stole 
That Love, not Work, is life's completion; blind 
Misgivings, voiceless troublings from without. 
And inarticulate longings; when the mind 
Within, like a dumb creature in its pain. 
Is shut up in a nameless trouble, — ^these 
Dash'd the clear fountains of his inner peace. 
And made that day of joy in sadness wane. ^ 

So oft they met ; till the cross lights of past 
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And present, faded as she was, alas, 
That had confused her reflex in his breast, 
Came trembling back in hours of thoughtful rest, 
With golden waifs of other days, and lights 
Caught from dear yesterdays and sweet to-nights, 
Into one fiill-orb'd image, as she was. 
Dearer than life; and all his love at last 
Came feeling back again about his heart. 
But with her — ^lo, what eye can tell, what art. 
When the wet sunbeam weaves the air-bom seven. 
Where first the mystic violet in heaven 
Becomes the lovely blue % And who can prove 
When first sweet sympathy grew sweeter love? 
Love, yet not as first Love, that like' the mom 
Leaps a light wingfed shape with rosy feet 
On the dark spinning earth, and laughs to scorn 
Its ills, standing a splendour in the sun; 
But rather Love, that having tears foreknown. 
Forecast the deep reality of woe. 
Like God, sees all things as they are in sooth, 
Yet humbly dares to trust in its own tmth, 
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With tempered hope and lowliest thankfulness; 
Knowing tho' much is false in what we meet, 
To the open heart yet much is left to bless; 
Gives life its due, yet looks beyond, above; 
Serene and strong as summer midnight's show 
When ebbs the shallow day, and the deep sky 
Is hollowed out beyond the worlds, and the eye 
Broods on the populous vasts of primal Love. 

It was one quiet evening at dew-fall, 
So still that not a breath of air was heard 
Trickling among the aspen leaves aloft, 
And at their feet the unconscious child was set, 
To the wing*d things, and daisies murmuring mild, 
When, shaken by some passing look or word. 
He bow'd upon her hands and told her all. 
The life-long love, the woe, the wild regret; 
And bending o'er him with a voice that set 
That solemn stillness unto music, soft 
She murmur'd, "Be a father to my child." 
« « ♦ ♦ « 
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I knew and loved them both, nor could I tell 
Which most I reverenced; and I recall, 
One summer twilight in those vanished years, 
How once, my hand in his, he told me all 
The story of his love, its hopes and fears. 
Theirs an old age that mellow'd cheerfulness gave; 
And like a calm rich evening life decreased, 
When an the storms that did oppress the day, 
Shew but as rosy heights in life's- blue east. 
Bright with a Love that led us, ever nigh, 
By paths we knew not The good man's memory 
Smell sweet, and blossom on their quiet grave ! 
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"OUR HOME." 



A TWILIGHT REVERIE. 



TTOW fair the summer gloaming! not a sound 

Breaks thro' the stillness, dewy grey, 
But somewhere in the dim-leaved gloom, the plash 

Of twilight waters heard not in the day, 
Or sound of footsteps in the dark'ning lane; 

And hush'd the house, with silent gloom o'ercast. 
My darlings all away; and so for joy 

I'll live again in thought the loving past. 
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II. 



Dear leafy Devon, with its high green lanes, 

Opening on dark blue steeps of breezy sea. 
And winding like a brook thro* fragrant boughs; 

Its bowery villages on hill or lea, 
Green homes of pastoral peace and wholesome lives ; 

And that long reach of weedy sea-shore sand. 
Where in the sun the bow-bent billows shoot 

Their silver arrows up the lonely strand. 



III. 

O pleasant land, dear loved for dear love's sake ! 

Where first love's wild delicious sweetness thrill'd 
Along the veins and summered in the blood. 

With shy delights and hone/d dreams fulfilled : 
Where first among the leaves we met and loved, 

And trod a primrose path thro' sun and gloom, 
In those far summers hidden in the past. 

That like old rose-leaves keep their scent and bloom. 
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IV. 

Sweet face, that like a summer moon so long 

Has stood above my life to bless and cheer, 
Grown too familiar to be known ! Dear lips. 

Sweetened by children's good-night kisses ! Dear, 
Dear eyes, blue shrines of mother sanctities. 

That keep their morning yet undimm'd by tears ! 
Sweet lips ! sweet eyes ! well I remember now 

When first I saw them in the bygone years. 



V. 

For as I stood beneath the porch, where thick 

The rosy-fingefd honeysuckles blow, 
Beck'ning the bees to ease them of their sweets. 

Behind the casement rose she peeped tip-toe; 
When, ah, a little sudden gust shook out 

The lovely secret firom the leaves, and lent 
Her cheek a blush, as tho' upon her face 

It blew the hue of roses with their scent. 
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The porch of that lone house upon the hill, 

When then she lived and nursed Love's virgin hopes, 
Above the deep-ash'd valley, with its glens, 

Its brawling brooks and thymy upland slopes, 
Shut in with high blue lines of lonely sea ; 

Where but sea-sighings o'er the heathery ground 
Came faint, or breeze-borne church-bells wafted up 

The sabbath sunshine, touched her stiU life with 
sound. 

VII. 

But those rich langourous summer eves, when tired 

With lonely toil, and oft with doubt deprest, 
As the low sun just caught the ruddy tops 

Of quiet sheaves in fields that front the west, 
Or bum'd among the dewy orchard leaves, 

Thro' ferns green gleaming in the evening ray 
I dimb'd to her, and met a happy breeze 

That sigh'd and babbled of her all the way. 



Digitized 



by Google 



'OUR HOME,'' III 



VIII. 



A book, the village school, my half pretence, 

I took my seat beside the household hearth, 
And met such touches of fine sympathy. 

Such tender healing ways, such gentle mirth. 
As dimm'd the sight with too much happy light; 

And in her simpler Faith, by love kept bright. 
Sad doubt was slain, as Night and her old fires 

Dies, stricken thro' and thro' with purer light. 



IX. 

Fairest was she of that fair sister-band. 

Whose laughing jest, when they my coming knew, 
Dash'd her smooth cheek with angry rose. 

And fill'd her with delicious shame, that flew 
To hide itself among the garden leaves; 

Till sudden love for some new rose display'd, 
Brought us with happy thrills of meeting eyes 

Alone in some shy grot of garden shade. 
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And oft we met, she touched my hand and spoke, 

And parting left me like a summer lane, 
Thro' which a load of sweet June hay has pass*d ; 

With here a clover blossom clinging, then 
A leaf on rosy tips of maple swung. 

There tufts of fragrant hay on low boughs caught. 
And summer sweetness floating everywhere. 

Her look and word so sweetened all my thought 



XI. 

But ah, that mom I lingered in the lane 

After our quarrel; and sick well-nigh to tears. 
With lonely loving caught far-oflf a breath, 

A whispet, like the little boding airs 
That rustle forth when all the brooding sky 

Is dark with coming shower, and turning, lo. 
Beheld her coming, with great beats of heart. 

Where a bright brook across the lane did flow. 
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XII. 

Poised upon dainty toes, with down-dropt lids, 

Over blue sky, and water suns moist-eyed, 
And bright leaf-speckled depths, she picked her way 

On wet-moss'd steppmg-stones ; while on one side 
The milky-fruited hazels kiss'd her feet. 

And on the other, bending all unseen, 
The meadow-queen her morning diadem 

Of dew let fall to crown a sweeter queen. 



XIII. 

Wrapt in hard thoughts of me she would have pass'd, 

When, lo, a little gush of fruitful rain 
Fell fast, and pelting on the bending boughs, 

Brimm'd the green channels of the leaves again, 
And overflowed the pearl-lined cups of flowers ; 

And where the married boughs of hazel trees 
Were woven overhead, sta/d her fair feet. 

And shut us up in silver secrecies. 

I 
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XIV. 



Apart she stood, her meek head slightly bent : 

Was it a greening light of leaves, O speak ! 
Or something tenderer still, since last we met, 

Made the young rose fall sick upon her cheek? 
Who taught the sweet hands that soft listless droop, 

Or touched the laughter-loving lips with pain? 
And had you suflfer'd, O my Love, thro' me, 

Who had but deem'd you light, inconstant, vain? 



XV. 

I moved, in tenderest tones I spoke her name, 

And soft she tiuu'd on me two eyes so true, 
Two pleading eyes, as dim with coming tears 

As is the little space of failing blue 
Behind the coming shower, that words were choked. 

And in the pause we met in heart alone. 
And, rapt in passionate forgiveness sweet. 

In one another's arms fell, lock'd in one. 
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And O tlie homeward walk, when Earth put on, 

To greet our sinless love, an Eden glow; 
When every point of drooping fem was hung 

With spherfed drops that flashed the mimic bow; 
And from his dewy breast the robin shook 

A shower of jewels with his woodnotes bright. 
And the glad lark mounting took up our joy, 

And sang it nearer heaven lost in light. 

XVII. 

For the last time, unwed, we trod that lane, 

Wrapt in dark woodbines, while Eve*k star most 
bright, 
That ne'er in midnight dips her feet, but beats 

About her ancient paths in endless light. 
Shone as Love's metaphor in heaven; nor spoke, - 

Till when we reached where first love grew exprest. 
Our hearts too full came trembling into speech, 

" Dear Love !" and in her eyes I read the rest. 
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And the old vicarage where I brought her home, 

Where the still hours, slow toll'd by deep-toned 
bells. 
Were blown in mellow voices all about 

The upland pastures and the lonely dells; 
And our fair days and nights of married calm 

Flew by as swift, touch'd by Love's m)rstic wand, 
As when at mom the footless sunbeams chase 

The flying shadow thro* the still green land. 

XIX. 

And when I homeward turned, my work all done, 

The jar of earth-bound minds, the day's annoy, 
The thought of her came like a sweet surprise. 

And smote my being into sudden joy: 
And with light step across the garden lawn. 

Where beds in jewell'd sunlight bum'd, I prest, 
And bent aside the flowery casement boughs, 

Where, lo, my bird sat silent in her nest 
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XX. 

The little room she loved in summer moms, 

Where pastoral sheep-bell, breeze-borne cuckoo- 
note, 
Give a sweet country rhythm to the thoughts 

Of tender love that thro' her bosom float ; 
Or freshening gust that gathered in the trees. 

And heavy with warm scents of hill-side thyme, 
Blew in the golden sunlight thro' the blind, 

Or murmuring bee from out the blossoming lime. 

XXI. 

But once I found two treasures where I left 

But one: and o'er the babe near her asleep 
Too fond I leant, and call'd them loving names, — 

Love's gracious irony, when, too tender deep, 
He dares not trust himself in narrow utt'rance 

To breathe of his own sacred mysteries dear, 
But speaks in sharpest opposites, too tender 

But to be seeming bitter to the ear. 
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XXII. 

Yes, one by one our darlings came from Heaven. 

Our love was as the deep calm lake, and they 
The singing streams that, parting from it, filled 

Our house with babbling voices, laugh, and play ; 
And made our hearts a foimt of loving cares, 

And hope that trembling dwelt upon the morrow, 
And love that burthen'd leant on higher Love, 

And joy so deep, it sanctified like sorrow. 



XXIII. 

Joy that makes us feel for all human woe. 

All lonely souls, all lives wrecked out at sea, 
Find in our home a haven of deep rest, 

Where children's touches, firesh as leaves in May, 
The broken heal, sweet children's kisses suck 

The rankling poison from the world-worn heart, 
Won by the soft'ning dews of prayer and peace 

To faith in God and in a good man's part 
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XXIV. 

No hearth but loves her ! No child but springs to 
meet 

That face all bright with sacred motherhood; 
No sick man, sure, but knows the gentle hand, — 

Hands with all sorts of tender touches good 
For winning secrets from the burthen'd breast; 

Dear bosom, that from pillowing baby-heads. 
Feels for all tender helpless things, — sweet soul 

That all day long in love and pity treads. 

XXV. 

Pleasant it was, day done, with hearts at ease. 

To stroll down flowery garden paths long drawn, 
When hills look sofi; and keen against the west, 

And yellow sunlights lengthen on the lawn; 
And from above some little night-gown'd shape, 

With round and happy face made rosy-bright 
The casement dark, kissing fat baby palms. 

With many a falling chime of sweet " Good night !" 
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XXVI. 



Yet not untouched by woe our life has been : 

Of those bright planets none but has its night, 
Thro' which, as thro* some dark cathedral porch, 

It looks forth on the vast of worlds in light 
Else hid. No deathless soul but stands in need 

Of sacred sorrow in earth's dim abode. 
Lest Love, shut in with his fair earthly light, 

Lose his great ends, and live for less than God. 



XXVII. 

Yes, some there are like us, who in their house 

Have entertained high angels unawares. 
Known not by us till death had taken them, 

Known then in thankfulness and bitter tears; 
Some names soft followed by "Thy Will be done," 

Some childish faces touched not by long years; 
Nor knew our love its strength, until it stood 

Faint, bleeding, desolate, and full of tears. 
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Up from the old familiar hearthstone now 

Celestial ladders rise where once they trod, 
Where our lost angels blend this earth with heaven, 

And make our earthly house a house of God. 
Thus live we, some on earth and some in heaven. 

Some toiling still, and some the victory won; 
Angels and suffering human creatures bound 

In an unbroken family in one. 
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T^AR hence a lonely rippled shore is seen, 

Far from men's homes, where the clifif breaks away, 
And the warm-scented trees droop dewy green 

By the blue glossy waters of a bay, 
And golden tangles of the sunbeam play 

And quiver in the breaking wave ; and there. 
Thro' coverts cool of willow-blossom gay 

Slipping their darkening silver, the hill springs clear 
Come babbling out upon the sun-bleach'd stones. 

Freshening the salt lip of the sea ; and ne'er 
At mom, or in the sultry afternoons. 

The summer heats strike down to scorch the air, 
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Fresh blown from broken hollows of the wave, 
And sweet with the sea-pinks that blossom there. 

And on that shore where but sea-voices rave, 

The boatmen say, beneath the sea that here 
Has gain'd upon the land, there yet is seen 

A little church; for when the bright tide falls. 
An earnest eye beneath the sea-springs green 

Yet dimly traces out its weeded walls, 
Reafd long ago I deem by pious hands, 

Where once were sun-loved greens and orchards fair. 
Red-fruited plenty, and deep meadow-lands. 

Now wasteful waters stretch and sand flats bare. 
But still low murmurs to my pensive ear 

That babbling lip of summer sea serene, 
Of bygone sanctities, and musings dear 

Of Time, and of the fading lives of men. 

Long centuries ago with grey church tower 
It stood, and from the shade of elder-trees 
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With a sweet inland voice told forth the hour 

To where about its feet, in country peace. 
The hamlet lay white wall'd and russet tiled; 

And in its grassy shadow gathered to rest 
The old and broken, where white nettles smiled, 

And grey memorial stones the long grass press'd. 
Spotted with golden lichen, and set o'er 

With words of hope in a forgotten tongue ; 
And murmured round it but the sweet-breath'd 
shower, 

Or gathered rain-drops on its dockleaves rung. 
And there a vanished race of men once pra/d 

And loved, and fought and suflfefd, lifting cries 
Of faith thro* night and death; or to one laid 

In yonder bay becalm'd by windless skies, 
Borne on the air, a sound of pious bells 

Sweet antheming the sabbath-mom did come. 
And brought his mother's voice, and childhood's 
spells, 

And dimm'd his eyes with worship and with home. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE SUBMERGED CHURCH, 125 

But now, rapt from the eyes of men where one 

By one the peakfed waves about the place 
Thrust up their shattered mirrors to the sun, 

And mock the eye that seeks its form to trace, 
It stands, by human prayer and praise unstirred. 

For only now within its ruin'd walls, 
The chaunted requiems of the wave are heard, 

Or the wild wash of waters round its walls. 
Glutting some broken arch now fallen low: 

And where the sacred stone in loving wise 
Touch'd by a cunning hand of long ago. 

Had blossom'd into woodland phantasies. 
The human Thought is dim with weed and shell ; 

And lovely sea-things, amethyst and rose. 
Come streaming up the aisle upon the swell; 

And day or night unheeded o'er it goes. 
Save when a strange unearthly light at noon 

Comes wavering down about the unloved graves. 
Where sleep the unremembefd Dead, unknown, 

Rock'd to their slumber by deep-bosom*d waves. 
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The Dead? ask not of theml They are not there. 

For long ago a mystic legend tells, 
When once the moon was at the full, and fair 

The summer night, there came in sighing swells 
A breath of music o'er the channbd wave. 

So faint, so sad, so sweet, — it seem'd to rise 
Like music heard in dreams or thought's dim cave. 

When Memory embalms dead melodies 
In their own sweetness; and, behold, the Dead 

Rose from their unloved rest beneath the brine, — 
Mother and babe, and maid, and hoary head, — 

And trod that quivering line of light divine, 
Chaunting a ghostly h3rmn, and died to sight 

Where that bright path in distant splendour ceased. 
Then leads it to the sea beyond the night, 

Or some bright rest deep in the morning east? 
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*'And doubtless from that circle of accomplished women, 
of whom Sappho formed the brilliant centre, a flood of poetic 

warmth and light was poured forth on every side Another 

poetess was Erinna, who died in early youth when chained 
by her mother to the spinning-wheel : she had as yet known the 
charm of existence only in imagination." 

K. O. MiiLLER's History of the Literature of Ancient Greece, 
vol. I. chap, xiii., page 239. 
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r~\ FOR a little space to linger here, 

To know a brief release from loathfed toil, 
The hateful wheel to which my life is chained ! 
A little space to breathe a purer air, 
To hear no more the narrow household talk, 
Buzzing like languid flies about my ears. 
Till the sense swims in dizzy vacancy : 
Cramp'd in with minds that creep and crawl, dull souls 
Too poor to love, not rich enough to hate. 
A little while to ease me of my woe, 
Here where the air is cool, the sunshine fair. 
And on the drowsy sense is borne confused 
A floating voice of waters vaguely sweet ; 

K 
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And far away the western mountains lie, 
Consumed in burning haze, divinely dim, 
Steep'd in the sadness of unclouded light 

O for some deep escape, cessation sweet, 
From this dull being, — deep as death, sweet, sweet 
As passionate life! No more to rot at ease, 
Like the dull weed, that glutted by the tide 
Weeps its thick tears, and in the steaming sun 
Corrupts in stagnant life more foul than death. 
No more consumed with sharp desires, that feed 
On their own sweetness till they sicken, die, 
And yet live on as a perpetual pain; 
Endeavours high, and lofty longings felt. 
Vain as the tedious, backward climbing wave 
That ever climbs and falls beneath some slope 
Of arrowy torrent O for some deep draught 
Of life to fill these shrunken veins with fire. 
And wake my voiceless being into song. 
As deep-mouth'd tempests wake the sounding deep I 
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That thro' this sick existence, now outstretch'd 
Vast, desolate, as dried-up torrent beds, 
Grey-bleach'd with heat, in spectral silence locked, 
Agape in stony thirst, O might I feel 
Life, with its freshening murmurs, bounding springs, 
Its motions of dehght and wayward power. 
Come hurrying, borne on its own torrent joy! 

O Thou Eternal! what is man that Thou 
Should'st set Thy thought upon him, — man, whose 

frame 
Is but a little heap of wandering dust. 
Uplifted by a passing breath, soon laid. 
Whose life, scarce crescent, labours big with death, — 
That Thou, the Deathless, thus should spend thyself 
Upon him in such varied providence; 
On topmost waves of fortune now lett'st him ride. 
Dashing the sun-spray from him in his course; 
Now in abhorred gulfs of misery 
Buriest him quick, and with thy water-spout^ 
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Rendest his feeble vase of clay? Or why, 
O Thou Inscrutable, dost Thou ever thus 
Crown him with gifts of such bright excellence, 
That mock him in performance? On this earth 
Setting him crown'd with th' iron diadem 
Of conscious woe that crowns him man, above 
The beasts that feel but know not; and in him 
Fulfiirst the blind and upward strivings mute 
Of all created things, that climb to him 
By slow ascending steps, who, topping all, 
Completes what else in them were broken off; 
Thus with such affluent purpose dowering him 
With such large waste of self-intelligence. 
Only to make him thrall to hateful death, 
That Beauty, lofty Speculation, Love, 
Man's adoration, agony, and hope 
Are written in the dust, and on this earth 
Find but one constant monument — z. grave. 

Not thus it is, ye fair created things, 
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With you, on whom I something wildly call 

In my despair, — ^no broken life ye live, 

O ye pine forests, congregated dark. 

That captive take the Night, old Queen of silence, 

Where in your sunless vaults she wanders dim, 

Discrowned of all her stars, with Sleep and Death, 

Listening to old, wind-haimted harmonies. 

More solemn than her starry stillnesses. 

And ye, ye hoarse-voiced torrents, mountain-bom, 

That, thundering on, an awful silence make 

Of your own everlasting roar, wherein 

All other sounds are heard not, as athwart 

The cavern dark the water-meteors shoot. 

And the wet sunlight glitters on the rocks. 

Where shuddering ferns dance in your rushing wind. 

Ye too, ye fairer mountain rivers dim. 

Soft emerald-streak'd, or swept by glimmering breeze. 

That on your placid breasts, untom by storms, 

Take the fair impress of each lovely form. 

Nor darken it with aught of human woe. 
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Like this lom breast, — undimm'd and crystal clear, 

Save when the thunder rain with hurrying feet 

Tramples your glassy currents. Strong the life 

Ye live, yet calm, yet gracious in its strength; 

Passive ye yield your being unto law, 

Nor know the broken hope, the frustrate aim; 

Your sweet unconscious being circled in 

With this majestical procession old 

Of sapphire-crownfed Mom, and odorous Noon, 

Gold-sandall'd Evening, and most solemn Night; 

That in the dew of their Titanic youth 

Have held their mighty dance around this Earth, 

Encircling it with linkM loveliness 

From everlasting; while ye do possess 

Yourselves in joy that langour never knows. 

Nor thus are ye, ye emanations fair 
Of rock and wood and freshly flower'd vale. 
Ye mountain Nymphs ! Sweet are your harmless lives. 
Whether ye wander thro' the light spring woods 
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Wide open to the day, when first the sun 
Quickens at beechen-roots, or by the rills, 
Dark-budded violets. Or in the mild dusk, 
When first the moon walks forth all tremblingly 
Upon the silver pavements of the sea. 
Ye in the moon-enchanted glades are seen 
Listening the soft-air'd voluntaries breathed 
By twiUght winds along the bedded reeds. 
Or on some mountain pasture, golden barr'd 
With afternoon, where the dark-watered springs 
Freshen the grass and spray-illumined flowers, ' 
Your twinkling feet beat quick in rhythmic dance 
To shepherd pipings; while, clear voiced, ye wake 
The haunted music that within the breast 
Of hollow mountains slumbers, mystic tongued. 
And when ye reach the bound that none can pass 
Ye soft yield up your unreluctant lives. 
And die as taken with a dreamless sleep. 

Death but shuts in your narrow lives, and lives 
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Of beasts that reach to no beyond ; but man^ 
Dower'd with gifts of prophecy, and formed 
With forward instincts grasping things to come. 
Whose attribute is hope, ah me ! to him 
Death is but sharp division, leaving him 
On the bleak coasts of time, a ruin'd tower, 
Whose winding stair leads nowhere, mock*d of all. 

Yet I must die, death is in all my limbs. 
Death on my lids weighs heavy like a sleep. 
And Death, from yonder stem pine-darken'd steep, 
Beckons with sable hand. Ah me! must die. 
Must die, unhonoiur'd, voiceless, and unknown. 
Who might have wrought myself a deathless name ; 
Swift opportunity, that comes to all. 
Denied to me, shut up in sick desires, 
Pass'd by of life, remembered not, and left, 
A wind-forgotten shadow of a cloud. 
That, moored within some windless bay. 
Sways to the far-ofif current, idly stin^d. 
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Why should I fear to die, to live denied 1 

And since with mighty kings and counsellors, 

With Honour, Beauty, Majesties, and Powers, 

All this world's fading wealth, in dusty pomp 

I go attended where alike go all. 

Where all must die, why wish in pain to live] 

Perchance Death holds within his closed hand 

Some vast solution of our vex^d fate : 

Or if indeed death be a dreamless sleep. 

Then shall this troubled being rest at length. 

With all its passionate questionings, longings, hopes, 

Hung in those moonless subterranean Halls, 

.Mute, motionless, as the long cataract 

That hangs suspended down the distant crag. 

Haply when I am gone some heart will mourn. 

Hearing my heavy fate; and oft at eve. 

When the low sun spots the green evening glades 

With fire, and odorous airs blow soft and cool; 

Or when at dusk the moon-loved spring-tides slip 

Their silver murmurings up the virgin bays, 
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And the light whisper floats from shore to shore. 

The Lesbian girls, their household labours done. 

Will wander in the cool, linked arm in arm, 

And tell my pensive tale : of how I died. 

Who would have set their simple loves to music. 

Or led them flashing in the choral dance; 

And how a cruel mother chained me down 

To loathed toil who would have soared in song; 

Dying ere I had known the love of men, 

Or baby touches at my barren breast, 

And all my lofty purpose broken off". 

Thus may they mourn for young Erinna dead, 

And in my memory strew all lovely things. 

That die i* the shade, kill'd by the forward sun, , 

Nor live to see the summer in her prime; 

Dew-darken'd hyacinths yet wet with dawn, 

Primroses wan, that take the watery gleam 

Of April sunshine chill, white violets 

And breezy daffbdills, wandering lights that star 

The grey March winds of Spring, and crocus buds 
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Thro* the young dews just bursting into flame; 
All fair and momentary things of earth, 
That yet outlived me dying in my prime. 
O Life ! O World ! farewell ! farewell ! farewell ! 
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'T^HERE is upon the wild Thessalian shore 

A dim sweet bay, where in the early cool 
The ripple sluices up the sparkling sand, 
And the warm sunshine broods for ever o'er 
Old roots and dewy tangles of cool grass, 
And palmy brake that shadows all the land. 
There the sea-poppy by the breezeless pool 
Lifts her gold cup to catch the briny dews. 
Nor on the sea-shore one light petal strews; 
And on the rocks, untremulously still, 
The fringed shadow of the fern-leaf sleeps. 
Far off at mom and even pause and pass 
The pillared reflex of the clouds at will ; 
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Far off upon the blue -^gean deeps, 

At noon, the silver-footed breezes play; 

Far, far away, o'er-topp'd with forests swart, 

High Pelion stands and stays the storm, as thwart 

His pine-dark chasms of tempestuous blue 

The lurid rain-mist trails its ragged grey. 

But here nor wind nor cloud nor storm draws near 

To dim the happy sunshine of the bay; 

Nor any sound the trance of air breaks thro', , 

Save when the liquid dippings of an oar 

Come wafted from the shining calms afar ; 

Or when, as thro' the ancient aspens sere 

Rare sea-gusts with their salted freshness flow, 

All the blue air is shaken with a sound 

Confused of silvery fairy laughter low. 

That floats and dies upon the hush around. 

Thither came Peleus, the old grey-hair'd king, 
Forlorn, bereaved of his children. There 
His realmless feet had all unconscious led 
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The ancient childless man where first was bred 
His more than mortal joy, he wandering 
Unhappy, once beyond a mortal blest, 
Now fallen on evil days. Slow footing came 
The grey-hair'd man, with many woes opprest; 
And where yon sobbing growth of world-old pine 
Grasps the warm shore that skirts the level brine, 
He sat him down in the delicious air. 
And bow'd his hoary head and agfed frame, 
Thinking of what had been. 

Not far from thence 
There is a cave, whence pallid fern-leaves fence 
The light, and silvery knot-grass laced across 
The jetty dark, — ash-shoots and pendulous moss. 
Fringed with the long still crystals of a stream, 
Prisming the chilly moonbeams; and from far 
The faint sea-murmurs thither wafted are, 
As inborn music haunts a hollow shell. 
There, — ^led by the consenting Gods supreme, — 
He won his ocean bride, old Nereus' child. 
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Thetis, fairest of Ocean's daughters wild, 

Caught in the meshes of his woven spell ; 

The Goddess bright, to whom the Ocean gave 

The trembling beauty of the poisfed wave; 

The silver-limb*d sea-nymph with eyes as dark, 

As liquid dark, as dripping agates gleam, 

That shiver in the rushing of the stream. 

And voice of sea-bom murmur. Thrice she assayed 

With might to change her form to fiery spark, 

Lion, or sea-beast Thrice with mightier love 

He held her fast, until, his captive made. 

Inland he bore her to his Phthian Hall; 

And thither to the nuptial feast came all 

The fair-haif d Gods, and with ambrosial light 

Flooded his kingly halls, while orient bright 

Apollo, singing with the Muses fair, 

With heavenly sweetness took the trembling air. 

There far inland, on Phthia's pastoral plains, 
A captive fair, in the sweet human chains 
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CX wifehood and of motherhood hst bonnd. 
The shy Sea-Goddess dwelt with him at peace; 
Remembering no more the somiding seas, 
Her ancient home, where in her salt demesnes 
She ruled her Nereids, sitting golden crowned ; 
Nor the old days, when, far from mortal caie. 
She sat and heard the huge involve wave 
In deep-mouth'd thunder break ashore ; or breathed 
Sweet miLsic into shells all rosy wreathed, 
M tho* an infant dawn lay cradled there; 
Or on warm sea-shores where the ripples lave, 
She and her laughing sisters of the sea 
Link'd their cool palms in mazy-footed dance. 

A king, thiLs had he dwelt with Gods. Ah me, 
'H^J heavy change 1 All, all, now from him gone ! 
C/<jrui wa» his godlike son whom Thetis bore, 
With terrible radiance crown'd, far-famed in wars, 
IJright'hair'd Achilles, who in strength outshone 
Thx>u$ands tho' strong, far hurler of the spear. 



Digitized 



by Google 



PELEUS, 145 

For as some streaming meteor, kindling fear, 
Shoots red athwart the palpitating stars, 
Then on some marshy fen is seen no more, 
So glared, so darkened all his deedful life 
Beneath far Ilium's fateful walls in death. 
And he, his son's son potent in the strife, 
As in the council; whose sonorous breath, 
Far sounding, sway'd one way the wills of men, 
As the full harvest bows before the North; 
Yet whose great spirit fled not from the earth 
In strife or battle; but his bright young life 
Murderous blades let out in Delphi's fane. 

"And I, whither shall I go? Ah me ! a weak, 
Despised old king, to friends and foes a prey. 
With none to nourish these old limbs, or stay 
These trembling knees, or righteous vengeance wreak ; 
None coming after me, with pious care. 
To keep my name bright in the upper air. 
Saying, "Thus Peleus wrought, the wise old king, 
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Ruling his Myrmidons," — ^so scare off dull Sleep, 

Who with forgetful Lethe, unperceived, 

Drenches the minds of men. Nameless, ungrieved, 

I shall go hence and know no second spring, 

Down to the doleful glooms, shade-stricken glades, 

Far from the wholesome sun, in Hades deep ; 

Flitting a weak grey ghost unmarked among 

The undistinguishable throng of shades. 

As if from these old loins there had not sprung 

A race of heroes such as had not been. 

By the revengeful Gods cut short in spleen." 

Thus to the wasteful air did Peleus mourn. 
While at his feet unheeded up the bay 
The wave rinsed the hot shingle, and the day 
Stoop'd to her western bowers. 

Not thus forlorn 
May those remain who with the Gods ally; 
For there are ancient words that tell how, e'er 
The Moon, leaving her orient cave, made bare 
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Her chilly feet to tread the charmed sea, 
And ere upon the blue one golden eye 
Had open'd wide, came with her Nereids free 
Thetis, his loved, his own espoused wife. 
To see her, joy shook all his aged life; 
For tears he could not look on her sweet face, 
The poor old broken heart that could not hold 
The joy, but let it run in silver streams 
Down the old woe-worn cheeks. And far away 
She bore him to the old sea-fountains grey. 
Which mortal eye before might ne'er behold. 
And from abhorred age, earthly decay. 
And foul decrepitude he washed him free. 
And in immortal freshness rose. Him thence 
To Nereus' Halls she led thro' the immense. 
Henceforth to dwell with her beneath the sea. 

There in the green sea twilights wanders he 
With his loved Thetis, where the tempered beams 
At noon rain thro* the crystalline concave. 
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And like a long stream of enchanted wind, 
The wave makes ceaseless music far overhead; 
Or stretch'd voluptuous on some odorous bed, 
In one another^ s arms they sleep entwined. 
Else haply visit they their mighty son, 
Dwelling in the far islands of the blest, 
Where the old heroes from their labours rest, 
Couch*d in cool herbage, poppy crown'd; 
And hear, lapp'd in a sweet oblivion, 
The rush and fall of sky-bom rills that break 
The marble silence of the rocks around ; 
And see far off the light blue hills and lake, 
Shimmering thro* their sunny spray, — ^forgot. 
Or like a dream, the old life's lamentable sound, 
The ancient strife, the brazen clang of war; 
And from the steaming battle-field afar 
The loud distressfiil thunders reach them not, 
Or only thro* the blue night air a dull 
Vibration shudders round their orb serene ; 
So deep a rest, so rich a calm is theirs. 



Digitized 



by Google 



PELEUS. 149 

Or at still sun-down, when the moon is full, 
And from the south blow soft the cool sea-airs. 
Threading in peace, on the Thessalian sh<jre. 
The bimiish'd pools 'mong the dark-weeded rocks, 
The Pair by wandering shepherd oft is seen. 
As o'er the dark'ning hills he drives his flocks. 

Thus Peleus lives in calm, and dies no more, 
A God treading dry-foot the moist serene, 
Free from the ills that on a mortal wait; 
Such grace win those who with immortals mate. 
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''O ye who consider or declare me to be hostile, obstinate, 
or misanthropic, what injustice ye do me ! Ye know not the 
secret cause of that which to you wears such an appearance. . . . 
Bom with a lively ardent disposition, susceptible to the diversions 
of society, I was forced at an early age to renounce them and to 
pass my life in seclusion. If I strove to set m3rself above all this, 
O how cruelly was I driven back by the doubly painful experi- 
ence of my defective hearing. And yet it was not possible for 
me to say to people, "Speak louder, — bawl — for I am deaf!" 
Oh, how could I proclaim the defect of a sense that I once 
possessed in the highest perfection ! . . . From recreation in 
the society of my fellow-creatures, from the pleasures of con- 
versation, from the efiiisions of friendships, I am cut off. Almost 

alone in the world, I dare not enter into society And 

what a humiliation when any one standing beside me could 
hear a flute which I could not hear ; could hear the shepherd 
singing, and I could not distinguish a soimd. Such circum- 
stances brought me to the brink of despair, and had well-nigh 
made me put an end to my life ; nothing but my art held my 

hand O God, Thou lookest upon my misery. Thou 

knowest that it is accompanied with the love of my fellow- 
creatures, and a desire to do good. O men, when ye shall read 
this, think ye have wronged me ; and let the child of affliction 
take comfort in finding one like himself, who in spite of all the 
impediments of nature, yet did all in his power to obtain ad- 
mittance into the rank of worthy artists and men.'' 

Frifm Beethoven's Wiil. 
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'X'ERRIBLE Spirit ! that dost fill the mute 

And uncomplaining air with human anguish 
Pouf d from the deep dark caverns of thy woe I 
Revealer of those vast and unplumb'd depths 
Of human suffering that underlie 
Life's shining surfaces ! to thee I bow, 
O Desolation ! O unconquerable Joy ! 
O Voice of storm, and beauty, and despair ! 

Thy power is on me now; and on the storm 
Of sound, the torrent rapture of thy soul, 
Thy vast undying spirit laughter borne, 
My soul, like a light leaf, is swept along. 
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Exultant on thy rushing harmonies; 
Such harmonies as greet the listening ear, 
When, at the going forth of the storm-wind, 
The multitudinous many-shouting waves 
Lift up themselves, and falling at his feet 
Cast down their starry diadems of foam, 
Antheming his might with thunder. Now again 
I fail, I faint, lapp'd in that plaintive air, 
A broken voice of melancholy sweetness, 
A low wild wail from depths of buried joy. 
Sweet suppliant tones, so sweet, it is despair. 

Surely a curse was on thee! some strong spell 
That bound all things to withhold from thee 
Their living voice. The mountain rill, that flings 
Its vagrant music on each wandering breeze. 
Sang not to thee, but hush'd its babbling lips. 
Forests, in whose cathedral gloom, at mom. 
At sun-flush'd even and deep noon, and thro' 
Night's starry hush, the Wind old anthems chaunts 
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And time-forgotten harmonies, were dumb 

To thee, and in sepulchral stillness locked. 

Echo, whose charitable lips do minister 

To dying music, unto thee spake not. 

Sweet human laughter swoon'd a hollow sound 

At thine approaching step, and died far distant; 

And Nature, like a silent phantom, mock'd 

The Agony that cried, " Speak to me, O speak !" 

Brother in inward woe to those strong sons of 
Time, 
He of earth's prime, the blind Ionian bard. 
The trumpet music of whose sounding thought 
Still wiles the weary centuries along; 
Who to the Fancy's backward-glancing eye, 
Like some old thunder-stricken eagle stands 
Poised on a morning peak of songful Greece, 
His darkened eye tum'd full upon the sun. 
He likewise, of the later ages bard 
And seer, who, possessing his strong soul 
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In patience, sat serene i* the eyeless dark, 

Hymning the uncreated light. To them 

This visible face divine of things denied, 

To thee the creative Word, by which the deep 

Of formless thought takes outward shape and meaning. 

Yet unto thee was compensation given : 
Music, whose home is in the haunted caves 
Of human thought, in thy wild spirit made 
Her dwelling-place, and touched thy trembling lips, 
And bade thee utter forth the Unutterable, 
The deep unspoken things of man. For now, 
Lo, speechless woe, unutterable joy, 
In thee have found a voice to shake the heart, 
And prophesy against our shallow lives. 
The frozen deeps of life are broken up ; 
A moment's space we breathe diviner air, 
A moment's space we shake our being loose 
From sleep, we live, we burst our prison doors, 
Deep calls to deep, soul touches upon soul. 
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Thus like some Alpine peak that dwells high up 
In light and everlasting silence, save 
Of his own awful voices : the lone scream 
Of soaring eagles when the stormy blast 
Darkens their kingly plumes, his dirging pines, 
The mountain laughter of the avalanche, 
And raptiu-e of his congregated streams ; 
While at his feet the valley gathers blue. 
And the live hum from happy blossomy hamlets. 
Shrill children's laughter, lowing of the kine. 
Sweet household greetings from the open door. 
And tinklings of a far-oflf bell, come faint 
And falter on his barren fields of snow ; — 
Thus did thy lofty spirit dwell in time. 
Numbered with that seraphic Band made strong 
Thro' woe, the suffering Mother of sweet song. 
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T^EEP in this dell, the dewy haunt in heat 

Of noontide coolness, deep-bough'd from the sun, 
When on the herby vales the midday glares ; 
Where from the neighbouring shore the cool sea-airs 
Blow sweet and wishful, and warm scents at noon 
Come wafted where the glistening pine-boughs meet, 
Stands the old niin'd grange, with hollow eyes 
That, tenantless, hold but the lonely skies. 
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II. 

Here in the sun dark tree-boles lichen-gemm*d 
Slope their long rays of shadow down the swell, 
Bright-moss*d, or with the russet beech-leaves brown ; 
And silent scented paths wind glimmering down 
Thro' sun and shade, and all the fragrant dell 
Is strewn with odorous pine-boughs, ruddy-stemm'd 
And blue against the sun-loved moss, where bright 
The silvering ivies take the morning light. 



III. 

Sweet sacred spot! dear quietness! where Life 
Lays a hush'd finger on her murmuring lips, 
And steals on tip-toe by, — how oft alone. 
From the world's dusty toil and busy moan, 
Here have I tum'd, where but the rain-drop drips, 
Or wild-bird warbling charms the fever'd strife 
From my sick spirit, and the healing shade 
Of leaves cool-dark about my heart is laid. 
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IV. • 

How oft as now, with pensive memories rife, 
Where the grey-ruin*d wall the fresh sward clips, 
IVe wandefd, and on folded histories, 
Dim with forgetful dust, mused tranquil wise; 
While thought, like Music kissing the dead lips 
Of Silence till they breathe back her own sweet life, 

Infused the inspiration of its breath. 

And won vague murmurs from the lips of Death. 



Here human hearts have suffered and been glad. 
Here mysteries have been of birth and time ; 
Silver-hair'd Age slow bending to its fall. 
And Infancy, a sleeping world with all 
Its folded thoughts and brooding sweetness dim, 
Floating thro' rosy depths of dawn; here sad 

And rapt the Dead have lain, and made the place 

Divinely fair with a celestial grace. 
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VI. 

By this deserted hearth, all overgrown, 
Once laughing children's faces glancing stirred 
In rosy firelight, and bright heads did throng. 
Glossy with tender smoothing hands that long 
Have clasp'd the dust, and human talk was heard. 
Now the moss'd silver of an ash chance sown, 
Cadencing the wind, gleams in the place of mirth, 
And chill-leav'd blue-bells blossom on the hearth. 



VII. 

Down yonder winding field-paths, footless now. 
Stretched lonely in the sun, returning feet 
Once lightly brush'd the daisies sleepy-eyed 
In evening*s sunshine, and the echoes wide 
Of this old hall with laugh and song did greet. 
While from the Father's tired heart and brow, 
A gracious dew of thankfulness, home-shed. 
Wiped off the dust and toil the day had bred. 
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VIII. 

Perchance within this ivied chamber low 
Sad eyes have unseen rain'd their hidden stores; 
Or suffering Love in human weakness trod 
With faltering feet the upward path to God; 
Or beating feet have paced its moonlit floors, 
And deem*d the night of woe would never go. 
I know not: now birds sing, and all the gloom 
Is bright with the still sunlights of the broom. 



IX. 

These are no more. In yonder churchyard lone 
Haply they sleep, where th' unmown grass waves high, 
And the fresh sea-scents blend in morning hours 
With the still perfume of a thousand flowers ; 
Arid distantly at eve come floatitig by 
The children's voices with the sea-wave's moan, 
And the bird warbles wild, as tho' opprest 
With too much extacy and thoughts too blest 
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X. 

They rest, they sleep in God, life's woes forgot ; 
Lapp'd in deep calm, they neither ciy nor strive, 
Made one with beauty by great Death. They lie 
Soft slumbering sweet, while their weak memory 
Falters upon the lips of men, or live 
But as the harmless spirits of the spot. 
To yield a human sweetness to the scene, 
A restftil promise to the winds serene. 



XI. 

And day by day their old haunts suflfer loss, 
And Nature to herself their paths doth win. 
And rarely human step the stillness starts; 
Only the wandering Moon, bright-handed, parts 
The glooming boughs, and stooping soft looks in 
At noon of night, silvering the cloistered moss. 

Or one full star reveals his gleaming crest. 

O heart, labour and suflfer I thou too shalt rest 

M 
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I. 
T^OST thou remember, Love, the summer eve 

We wander'd thro' the quiet landl 
Thro' sim-bright fields, adown each shady lane 
And dell, we wander'd hand in hand. 

The poppied com bent down to let thee pass 
Whene'er thy foot-fall low was heard. 

Then rustling rose against thy raiment white, 
By evening breezes lightly stirr'd. 

Faint shadows from the trees flowed o'er thy form. 
As thou beneath didst onward move. 

Day's dying gloiy on thy lifted brow; 
All nature seem'd to bless thee, Love. 
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Past rose-flush*d cottages we went, thro* fields 

With yellow kingcups all a-glow, 
As if a sunset cloud its golden rain 

Had loosened on the earth below. 

We stood aside to let the tired team 

And laden wain pass on its way, 
Strewing the lane with clover-blossoms sweet, 

And fragrance of the new-mown hay. 

Borne on the waves of air came drifting by 

Low sounds most musically sad, — 
Far children's voices, bleat of distant sheep. 

And bells from towers ivy clad. 

Words, Love, we spake, so grave, so low and tender, 
The thrush staid not his evening song. 

But fearless from the nearest bough poured forth 
His heart in notes so wild and strong. 
Dost thou remember] 
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II. 
Dost thou remember, Love, the simmier mom 

Thou knelfst beside me lowlily; 
While breathing o'er us words of holy prayer. 

The man of God bless*d thee and me? 

Hush'd was the place, and cool and dim ; the Dead 
Beneath our feet were slumbering there, 

In restful quiet shrouded up from toil; 
A weight of peace was on the air. 

The sounds of life, the drowsy cock-crow, winds 

That rustled in the lindens near. 
And shook the fretted sunshine at thy feet, 

Fell strange and dim upon the ear. 

One dusty sunbeam streamed aslant the gloom, 

The old man's hair of silver white 
Reverently touching with its glory-hand, 

And clothing thee in mystic light. 
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Gathered with thee apart in one still life 
I seem'd, yet half I fear'd thou wert 

An angel paused on folded wing awhile, 
And with that light thou would*st depart. 

The trance was o'er ! we rose and went henceforth, 
Love, hand in hand, as man and wife. 

Serene, uplifted by the arm of Love, 
To walk the troubled seas of life. 
Dost thou remember? 

III. 

Dost thou remember. Love, the summer night 

We stood beside that little mound. 
Half in the dusk unseen, with other tears 

Than Night's the long grass wet around. 

No angel now, but something holier still 

Thou in thy desolation, Love, 
Didst seem, — a Mother who had meekly given 

Her little one to Christ above. 
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Hush'd were the darken'd corridors of life, 
The laughter and the footsteps fled; 

Their cloistral stillness all unbroken now, 
Save by low weeping for the dead. 

The blue-eyed flower our love had borne was past, 

The little instrument so dear, 
That shook its golden music o'er our days. 

Broken and mute for aye lay here. 

The damp wind trailed among the fallen leaves, 
The harvest moon rose large and red 

As if with weeping, stars were twinkling bright, 
As still we linger'd o'er our dead. 

We linger'd still, then sadly tum'd to go. 
To see our child on earth no more; 

Thy hand was laid in mine, no word we spake, 
But thou, O Love, wert weeping sore. 
Dost thou remember"? 
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1[ 1 riTHIN the. casement's deep recess 

The large old Bible stands unstirr'd, 
Where thro' the morning hours God's light 

Shines reverently on God's Word, — 
The ancient household Book revered, 

With rusty clasp and antique board. 

Warm breezes thro' the casement straying, 
Turn lightly o'er the sacred page, 

Leaving a pleasant meadow smell 
Among the leaves grown dim with age, 

While flit across the blessfed words. 
Shadows of sunny foliage. 
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But sweeter memories the old man greet, 
Reading with bow'd uncovered head; 

Old voices from the silent page, 
And tender breathings from the Dead, 

And evening hopes of going home, 
Till his old heart grows comforted. 

The Mother reads in joy which way 
Those two were borne in odier years. 

Whom angels stole away one night, 
Leaving, of all her hopes and fears, 

Nought but a little clay-cold garment. 
To wash with bitter mother's tears. 

No more she hears their blessfed voices — 
Sweet Sabbath bells she deemfed them, 

That caird her heart to thankful prayer; 

But now she trusts, thro' Christ's dear Name, 

They ring in the City of her God, 
In the glad heavenly Jerusalem* 
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She readeth how the tender Shepherd 

His lambs within His bosom bears, 
And thinking of the ones still left, 

That life is full of many snares, 
Reverently wipes some quiet tears 

That on the page fell unawares. 

And from its wondrous page the child 
His letters leams, and thro' the gate, 

The Beautiful Gate of God's own temple. 
With faltering feet he passeth straight 

Into the mystic land of books, 
Into that silent land and great. 

And when the weary day is done, 

And fades away the last red gleam. 
Prayerfully tired hands are folded, 

And like the dew at even dim, 
On tired hearts its words descend. 

Remounting in the evening hymn. 
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Some wander far, some ne'er return, 
Some feet in death no more may rove. 

But still its words of mercy, warning. 
Descend unheeded from above, 

Fall like the blessfed sun and rain, 
Unfailing as the Father's love. 
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T^OWN the river, down the river, 
Where the leaning dark-bough'd chestnuts 

Drink the coolness of the stream, 
And between dark bole and paling 

Slants the meadow's gold-green gleam: 
By the flowery banks slow drifting. 

Where the winking water sun 
Dimples bright about the lily. 

And the golden flag-beds run; 
Over broken sun-gleams greening, 

Glimmering lengths of reed asway, 
Over lights that dip and sparkle, 

Moist blue chasms of the day; 
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By eve's fiery cloudy pillars, 
By long meteors of the moon, 

Streaming redly thro' the aspen, — 
Mom and eve and odorous noon,- 

As we float and float for ever, 
Down the river, down the river. 



Down the river, down the river. 
Past the croft and leafy hamlet, 

White-wash'd homes of simple men, 
Where the happy church-bells wander, 

Singing down the quiet glen; 
And the village clock, leaf-dappled, 

Mingled shade and shine tolls out, — 
Joy and pain and human gladness, — 

To the nested hearts about; 
Mothers with their babes around them, 

And a face of tender care. 
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As with loving hands they feed them, 

Or, fond chiding, part their hair; 
Sick ones, whose sad feet may never 

Beat the old familiar way; 
Children, knee-deep in field-flowers. 

Trailing boughs of fragrant May, 
As they float on,* singing ever, 

Down the river, down the river. 



III. 

Down the river, down the river, 
Where the grey old belfry rises 

From the cool dark of its yew. 
With the white-wing'd rain-cloud flitting 

O'er it in the sparkling blue; 
Gathering all the .weary-hearted 

To the tender Shepherd's feet, 
Where on tired hearts and spirits 

God's dear healing dews fall sweet, 
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While some wandering breeze, in straying, 

Fans the listening faces there; 
And without, in grassy quiet. 

Sleep the Dead, released from care; 
And God's light is sweet at even. 

Under grey-moss'd stone and tree. 
On that harmless spot where slumber 

Some who Ve reached the windless sea, 
And no more will float for ever 

Down the river, down the river. 



IV. 

Down the river, down the river, 
Thus, O thus, with thee, Belovfed, 

Hand in hand to float thro* life. 
Thro' the laughing breadths of smnmer. 

Thro' the storm and thro' the strife. 
While God's love keeps pace beside us. 

Like the sun, thro' storm and calm, 
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And from fading fields at sunset 

His wished breezes fetch us balm; 
Till the twilight spreads about us, 

And the Dead, the gone before, 
Lift like stars their shining eyelids, 

As recedes the lessening shore. 
Beckoning us, while as we listen. 

Somewhere in the deepening gloom, 
Calling, calling, faintly falling. 

Angel-voices call us home. 
As we float, but not for ever, 

Down the river, down the river. 
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TN olden times, beside the Rhine, 

There dwelt an artisan who wrought 
A peal of bells, and made them take 
Sweet echoes from his thought. 

So soft, so musical they were. 
So touched with thoughts of other years, 
The voiceless air grew eloquent 
To melt the heart to tears. 

And where the convent crowns the crag 
That rises from the vine-clad dells, 
And reddens to the summer dawns, 
They hung that peal of bells. 
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And when the frozen breath of Mom 
Still wreath'd the convent and its trees, 
Their silver octaves, note by note, 
They loosen'd on the breeze. 

And when still eve had hush'd the dell, 
And lowing kine did home repair, 
A benediction soft and low 
They breathed along the air. 

And he who wrought them built hard by 
A lowly cot wherein to dwell. 
That he might hear at mom and eve 
The bells he loved so well. 

Ere long, her head upon his breast. 
With blissful tears the sweet eyes dim, 
A fair maid listens at evensong 
To those clear bells with him. 
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And soon glad children's voices blend 
Wth them, mirth that no cares destroy, 
Dear chimes that to a father's heart 
Ring back his childhood's joy. 

And thus, with those he loved on earth, 
He lived calm days with blessings fraught,- 
Days that in music swan-like die, 
Moum'd by the bells he wrought. 

Till in his absence came a foe, 
Who that fair convent overthrew. 
And bore away the peal of bells, 
His wife, his children slew. 

Nor groan nor murmur utter'd he. 
But straight the pilgrim's staff he took, 
To alien countries bent his way, 
His home, his land forsook. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE PEAL OF BELLS. 179 

He wandered east, he wandefd west, 
Crazed by a sleepless inward woe; 
A poor heart-broken, homeless thing, 
With feeble steps and slow. 

Until it chanced green Erin's shore 
He reached, and down the Shannon's tide, 
One still and balmy summer eve, 
Past Limerick's towers did glide. 

Then suddenly the vesper chimes 
Came on the ear in fitful swells; 
He knows their voice, — ^they are, they are 
His own beloved bells. 

Folding his arms upon his breast. 
His head a little droop'd the while, 
He listen'd, all the woe-worn face 
Lit by a quiet smile. 
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Old friends, old forms, old scenes crowd in 
Upon his brain from happier times. 
And little children's laughter low 
Rings in between those chimes. 

His face turned towards the waning towers. 
His arm still folded on his breast, 
The boatmen found him cold and still, 
The weary heart at rest. 
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HTHERE is no hope on earth for me! 
The littie birds sing out for glee, 
And all things mock me with their calm; 
But for my woe earth grows no balm. 
Why dost thou ever near me creep] 
Or canst thou not lie still and sleep, 
Leoline? Leoline? 
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Smells not the clover sweet above theel 
Sigh not the winds as if they love thee? 
Chaunts not the gold-zoned humble-bee 
Low summer lullabies to thee? 
Cools not thy burning sense of wrong 
The cool rain plashing leaves among, 
Leoline? Leolinel 



Thou poor dumb ghost that canst not speak, 
Why haunt me thus? What dost thou seek? 

Why fix those mute upbraiding eyes. 

That look of sorrowful surprise, 
On mine that cannot see for tears? 
That cannot see for bitter tears, 
Leoline! Leoline! 

To his ancestral halls he came, 
A curse cling to his haughty name! 
A thousand vassals calFd him lord, 
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In trembling haste to do his word; 
Proud earl of castled lands was he, 
But I, — my wealth was but in thee, 
Leoline ! Leoline ! 

A fire of lust lit up his eye. 

As thou in thy beauty passed'st by, — 

The fire that blackens where it crawls; 

He vow'd with thee to deck his halls. 

God ! that love is made so strong. 
And yet so weak to save from wrong, 

Leoline ! Leoline ! 

1 cursed him in my vain despair. 
Like summer-flies my curses were. 

He brush'd them off and went his way. 

O weak to save this arm of day ! 
"But Death is strong to guard and keep," 
I groan'd, and smote thee in thy sleep, 
Leoline! Leoline! 
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It was the bleeding palm of love 

That struck thee down, poor fluttering dove. 

What made thee grow so still and meek? 

I shook thee, but thou would*st not speak : 
What made thy silence, Leoline, 
More awful than those cries of thine, 
Leoline? Leoline? 

I crushed a kiss on that cold cheek, 

I thought, I thought my heart would break 

On those mute lips that smiled on me. 

Cold crystal shrinfed Chastity! 
O love ! O bride ! O pale sweet form ! 
My lily, folded from the storm, 
Leoline! Leoline! 



I robed her pure in bridal white, 
And all her dark hair's purple night 
I fastened with a silver pin. 
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I bore my bride, mine now, witliin 
His gates, and with a laugh of scorn 
I laid her at his feet that mom, 
Leoline ! Leoline ! 
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"1 1 HLD day, low-roof d with storm and tempest wide, 

That stoop'st to thy decline. 
With showers that smoke along the mountain-side, 

And leagues of sobbing pines ; 

Yet now from under tortured brows smil'st forth 

With a mild evening beam, 
A yellow radiance comforting the drenched earth, 

Gilding torn wood and stream; 

Till the wet dingles gleam and every briar, 

And glow moss'd roof and tile. 
And every leaflet shakes a secret fire, 

And the still pastures smile. 
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And, wanly radiant, thou, from every tree, 

Winnest the timid birds 
To say their little evening hymns to thee, 

'Mid bleatings of the herds. 

A nameless charm to me thy mildness brings. 

Calming all hidden fears; 
For thou dost bring to mind all precious things 

That come to us after tears. 

The peace which passeth knowledge dropping down 

At some heart's burthen'd call; 
The broken hope, the inarticulate moan, 

And God's love healing all. 

Grandchildren's laughter and glad play around 

Some quiet grey-haii'd age. 
Watching with infancy's calm gaze the bound 

And spring of life's first stage. 
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The last sad sleep that smooths off pain, and gives 

A beauty of the skies ; 
When trembling Hope breathes quick, " He sleeps ! 
He lives !" 

But fainting Love, "He dies!" 

All mild last beams of the low sun at even. 

Ere yet the day is fled ; 
All late but lovely gleams of hope and heaven, 

On life's dark reaches shed. 

Go tell each heart that secret burthens has, 

Of peace that heals old scars ; 
Whisper of God and rest and heaven, then pass. 

And leave them with the stars. 
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r\ HEARTS that part, O hearts that part 
In haste and anger! 
The bitter berries of your strife 
Crushing into the cup of life, 
Too salt, too salt with tears already; 

And words for gracious blessing given, 
Sprinkling like ashes of the furnace, 

Wildly in the sweet face of heaven, 
Till Love's dear fountain of refreshing 

Is tum'd to blood and bitterness; 
And hands once strong in loving service. 

And hearts once link'd to love and bless. 
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And eyes that made the daylight precious 
With tender meanings, earnest grace, 

And happy feet that trod together 
The primrose paths of gentle peace, 
Now part in anger. 



II. 

O foolish hearts! O foolish hearts! 

To part in anger. 
Could ye but know Time's mournful dower, 
How surely comes Life's lonely hour; 
How sorrow stays, and love is taken. 

And blessfed voices round us die. 
And musing, musing in the twilight, 

The happy past in thought floats by. 
Like some sweet country river, bearing 

Down to the dusty toiling town 
Tom lily leaves and broken blossom, 

Fair dying boughs and flowers new mown,- 
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All lovely broken things that never, 

Never again ere life departs, 
Shall burst in bud and leaf and blossom, — 

Could ye thus part, O bleeding hearts, 
Thus part in anger? 



III. 

Ye hearts that part, ye hearts that part 

In wrath and anger! 
Lo, life is short, tho' pride is long. 
And love is weak, but death is strong 
To heal the strife, the load, the anguish; 

And meek the upturned face, the palm 
Ye would not clasp in sweet forgiveness, 

Folded from yours in tender calm. 
And bruisfed feet at rest for ever. 

Too late, too late your hearts ye bow. 
Too late to ease life's lonely burthen; 

For Death has made immortal now 
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What one short word in life had ended. 
The wounds we give the dead, no arts 
Can heal, no gentle kindness bind them; 
For then ye part, O dying hearts, 
Part and for ever. 
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AUTUMN. 



WITHIN AND WITHOUT. 



nPHE sun-burnt Autumn comes ! a mellow light 
Of setting suns around her wann and bright, 
Carpeting a thousand hills, deep dell and plain, 
With tawny gold of ripening harvest grain ; 
Bringing a bloom of fire to dying leaves 
That muffle cool about the cottage eaves, 
And morning splendours to the dew-drench'd grass ; 
And to the far horizon as they pass, 
And pause and flush, — a silent phantom crowd, — 
Tall silver Alps of congregated cloud, 
Capt with dull fire as autumn evenings wane, 
Deep in their purple hoUows stored the rain. 

o 
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Without, deliciously we wander on 
Thro* glistening stubble-fields, that in the sun 
Lie warm and still, while here and there red gleams 
A poppy burning in the level beams; 
Or in the forest lones, where hour by hour 
Falls twinkling a perpetual golden shower, 
Learn lessons sweet of dim mortality; 
Or else our footsteps wander musingly 
By some slow water-course where unseen hands 
With palest gold have tipp'd the willow wands. 
And water-docks are splashed with crimson stains 
Of Autumn by the gleaming river plains, — 
All our life's jar and fret meiiged in a sense 
Of rich completion breathed we know not whence. 

Within, we gather round the fire, and live 
Those dim delicious hours of quiet eve, 
Close curtain'd up from human sound, when falls 
The early twilight fast, and shadowy walls 
Stream with the flickering fire-light, golden warm. 



Digitized 



by Google 



^^^i^F^rr?^533 



AUTUMN, 195 

Silent we sit bound by some drowsy charm, 
Shaping rude pictures in the burning brand, — 
Fiery cavern, rock, and molten strand, — 
Or listening what the wild rains mutter low 
On darkened panes; and as the shadows grow 
Only each other's form we dimly trace, 
Save fitfully .when. some loved household face 
Flickers a moment into silent light. 
Then dies as silently in deepening night. 
Thus till the lamps are kindled round the hearth. 
Gathered once* more with those we love on earth. 
Dreaming of bygone summer, we sit at ease. 
In luxury of quietness and peace. 
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A LEGEND. 

ADAPTED FROM JEAN PAUL RICHTER. 

A LEGEND to the sad heart dear, 
The pious German peasants tell. 
How once there stood the wayside near, 
The Cross of Him who loved us well. 

And how a brigand troop pass'd by, 

Rude men of war who scoflTd and jeei'd, 

And utter'd words of mockery, 
As they the sacred Image neai'd 

And one, the foremost of their band, 

Resting within his saddle bow, 
A shaft let fly with steady hand 

Full at the drooping thom-crown'd brow. 
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The shaft unerring cleft the air, 

But lo, the sacred Head boVd down, 

And from the bleeding brow of care, 
The bolt but struck the thorny crown. 

Ye who no earthly comfort find, 

Whose loved ones Death's unerring dart 

Has struck, some balm be intertwined 
Amongst the cypress of your heart. 

For know that unto those who own 

A Fathers will, and meekly bow, 
Death strikes the crown of thorns alone 

From off the weary earthwom brow. 
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T^LLEN the flower of Rosendean, 

She is waiting down in the glade; 
She will not wait long alone, I ween, 
Under the hazel shade. 

Ellen the flower of Rosendean, 
Her cheek is as fresh as the dawn, 

Her eyes are darker than violets seen, 
Dew-drench'd on a mossy lawn. 

Ellen the flower of Rosendean, 
She has given her heart away, 

But under the wandering sea-waves green 
Her lover lies sleeping to-day. 
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Ellen the flower of Rosendean, 
She is weeping down in the glade; 

She will weep a long time alone, I ween, 
Under the hazel shade. 
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THE POETS LOVE. 

IV/TY Love was but of lowly peasant birth, 
And brown her helpful hands and true 
With honest toil, yet had they never lost 
The tender touch the sick man knew. 

A many, many sorrows had she known, 
Yet o'er life's ills, where shadows spread. 

All rosy-tipp'd with hope, her thoughts did bloom, 
Like simple daisies o'er the dead. 

A patient, humble, wayside thing she grew, 
Drench'd with the storms of life, and bent ; 

Yet needing but a little light and warmth. 
To open into sweet content 
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She was not beautiful. Ah! not what men 
Call beauty, — ^none could call her fair; 

And yet I sometimes thought the blessM saints 
In heaven, that look of hers must bear. 

A simple, loving, trustful soul she was. 

Her only learning how to bless: 
'Twas me, and not the poet, whom she loved. 

And I — I loved her none the less. 

They marvell'd I could wed a thing so low, 
Past her they swept with scornful grace; 

But somehow I did find a great content 
In looking on that humble face. 

A little while, a brief, brief space it seem'd. 

She lingered, happy by my side, 
Then looking on me, faithful to the last. 

She boVd her patient head and died. 
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And now once more I move among the proud, 
Once more the courted of the great, 

And lovely ladies utter honeyed praise, 
Low languishing in purple state. 

Unspotted by your world, my friends, I move — 

Ah, thing to stir a bitter mirth ! 
It is her memory that keeps me pure 

*Mong ye who scom'd her while on earth. 
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TIMES AND SEASONS. 

TT was the early summer-time, 

When crimsoned sprays of hawthorn drink 
The rosy rains at break of day, 
And on each wayside runners brink 
Blow lush Forget-me-not and May; 
When all the air is sweet with bloom. 
And blue lakes sleep in cloudy bars, • 
And night is but a tender gloom. 
Hung with innumerable stars, 

When first we met to meet again. 
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It was a still sweet eventide, 
When like a tear, the large full moon 
Stood in the deep blue eye of heaven, 
And the hedge-rose's moist festoon 
To rosy-lidded sleep was given; 
When airy lispings haunt the bough, 
And on the happy fields above 
Tremulously bright the star-dews grow. 
And all things breathe of rest and love, 

When first our love we trembling told 

It was a time of shine and shower. 
When thro' the sunshine lightly sent, 
Dim showers did drench the thirsty plain, 
And little breezes blowing bent 
The silver fringes of the rain ; 
And on her lip and cheek a smile, 
Yet flowing thro* the smile sweet tears, 
And tender memories the while. 
And happy hopes for future years. 

When first I led my darling home. 
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TVTAY, bide with me a bit, lassie, 

And haste not thou away; 
IVe watch'd but for one look, lassie, 
And watch'd in vain all day. 

Blue is the summer's starry gloaming, 

But bluer tear-lit eyes; 
Sweet is the woodbine's balmy breath, dear, 

But sweeter farewell sighs. 

The lark may sing all day, lassie. 

And scorn its humble nest; 
But when eve falls, it's fain to flutter 

Into its lowly rest 
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O but its dree work lonely loving, 
It makes the heart ache sair; 

Yet have I vex'd thee with no murmur, 
Altho' 'tis hard to bear. 

Closed are the daisy's sleepy lashes, 
There's none to see i' the lane; 

Only wee stars are blinking at us, 
And they'll no tell again. 

Then lay thy shy soft arms about me, 
And say thou 'It love but me; 

And kiss me on the lips, lassie, 
That nightly bless but thee. 
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GOOD NIGHT. 



/"^OOD angels keep thee! 
And bear thee in their outstretched arms, 
All robed in sainted raiment white, 
Like sweet St Catharine, maid of light. 

With palms at rest and shrouded charms, 
Thro* the dark caverns of the night ; 
And lay thee down, when light is bom. 
Upon the radiant shores of mom, — 
Good angels keep thee! 
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Good angels love thee! 

And twine their shining palms in thine, 
And lead thee blinded with sweet sleep 
In poppied dells of slumber deep, 

And paths of peace where still beams shine, 
Nor suffer hurtful dreams of earth 

To bruise thy naked feet divine ; 
Muffling with wings of orient birth 
The virgin beatings of thy heart, 

If haply thou should*st dream of me, 
Less waking thought between us start. 

And thou in maiden fear should'st flee, — 
Good angels love thee ! 

Good angels bless thee! 

By all the deeds of quiet love 
That blossom up about thy feet. 
And make thy daily paths smell sweet; 

By all the sweet content I prove. 
When thou art near my eyes to greet; 
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By all thyself, in shade or shine, 
By night or day, dear heart of mine, 
Good angels bless thee! 
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A FAREWELL. 

A THOUSAND happy moted things of life 

Danced in the level ray; 
A thousand happy sounds of summer eve 
Floated from far away. 

Young children's laughter at their evening play 

Rang sadly in our ears; 
And happy lovers, walking side by side, 

Swam past us in our tears. 

Ah, not for us the bliss of married love, 

Nor any calm of heart ; 
For us the woe, the constancy, the tears, 

Of those who loving — part. 
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THE WOOD ANEMONK 

TTATH then the moonlight nurtured thee, 

Thou blossom fair and frail, 
That thou hast caught that dreamlike *hue 
Upon thy bosom pale? 

Hath the mild evening twilight then, 

Blent with the dropping dew, 
When thus thy chalice overflowed 

A ray of its own hue? 

For all thine outer petals bear 

That same famt purple stain, 
The sweetest light that sim e'er shed 

On falling summer rain. 
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I found thee in the early mom, 
When the shrill March winds blew, 

And thou wert sleeping in the grass 
That bending o'er thee grew. 

And as I saw thee l)ring there, 

A white and glistering gem, 
I deem'd thou wert some fallen pearl 

From Spring's green diadem. 

But when with eager hand I stoop'd 

To touch the jewel rare, 
I found thou wert a thing of life, 

Most spiritually fair. 

Why com'st thou in this cheerless month, 

Before the cold is past? 
Thou seemest all too tender-frail 

To bear the chilling blast. 
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What thinkest thou? what lovest thou) 

Thou daughter of the Spring] 
What passion makes thee tremble so, 

Thou faint ethereal thing? 

Or tells perchance that purple stain 

Thy love-lom history? 
Is it the wound that Love hath left 

Bleeding in memory? 

Nay, sweet ! too holy art thou, art 

A spirit from the skies, 
Or shadow which the morning star 

Leaves when in light he dies. 

Meekly thou com'st to us from heaven, 

Sweet token from above, 
Still bearing, Christ-like, those five wounds, 

Fair emblem of His Love. 
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TO THE MOON. - 

T ADY of night and falling dew ! 
Bright-footed wanderer athwart 
The pathless blue! 
Art thou so wan, O shining Heart, 
So wan with watching, watching thro' 
The sleepless night, thy lonely lot,— 
The only eye Sleep visits not, 
Sleep the young-eyed, the beautiful 1 
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TO SLEEP. 

T^ARK Heart's-ease heavy with rich dews ! O thou 

That bniisest from the nettle-beds of toil 
Refreshful balms for tired heart and brow, 
Hiding us from ourselves and da/s turmoil 
In thy cool vaults where come no earthly jars ; 
Dweller in purple palaces of mist, 
Whence, with thy shadowy sister of the stars. 
Thou droppest down with gentle feet, dew kist; 
O thou, the mourner's friend, with fingers light 
Shutting the crystal sluices of our woe, 
And on the tearful present bending bright 
Of dreams and rich delights a sun-bom bow ; 

No flower but knows thee nightly ! O sooth Sleep ! 

Visit these eyes, that else must wake to weep. 
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BEREAVEMENT. 

C HE sleeps ! From the soft-parted lips the prayer 

Seems scarce to have taken flight to heaven, 
But wordless sanctities seem lingering there; 
While our wild world falls from her, as at even 
In dusk cathedrals the last footsteps die 
Along the glooming aisles and lettered graves, 
And the cold marble leaves and archway high 
And hoUow-throated echoes fretted caves 
Freeze into silence. Sweet she sleeps, from dole 
And mortal grief close hid, and wintry blast, 
While in the sabbath stillness of her soul 
Her thoughts in muflled chimes ring back the past, 
Glad harmonies with her pure spirit making, — 
O hush ! tread soft, for anguish comes with waking. 
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" T OVE," the world says, "is bUnd." Yet deem 

not thence 
His feet are dark. Love walks by his own light 
That yields not to the empery of night, 
Nor needs our narrow day or erring sense. 
Himself his own great morning fresh with dews 
Whose orient glories cannot wholly die : 
Or if he seem to perish to our eye, 
'Tis but himself in vaster light to lose. 
And die as stars, that by their bright deaths comey 
Kill'd by fair blessed beams, and grow to sight 
Invisible, not in darkness, but in light. 
Such their bright essence. But if with thy loam, 
O World, thou do anoint his orhhd eyes, 
He sees, but seeing, straightway darkening dies. 
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T STOOD and watch'd thee from afar. I heard 

That thou wert fallen from thy high estate; 
I heard thy name cast forth as vile by men, 
And every petty mind that crawls the earth 
Dared sit in judgment on thee and thy deed ; 
While white with wrath about thy stedfast feet 
The people storm'd like a tempestuous sea. 

Then in my heart I liken'd thy great soul 
To some world-old sea rock, about whose feet 
The tempest mutters thunder, while himself 
Far in the sphered sky's vast silence stands. 
Spreading his mighty hands to Grod. 

For thou 
Wert calm at heart; no anger could their scorn 
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Awake within thee, no, nor bitterness, 

Nor could they shock thee from thy central peace. 

But yet I marked a sorrow in thine eye. 

And that a quiet sadness touch'd thy cheek. 

Thou could'st not turn thee from the right for them ; 

Thy lofty soul beheld a truth full orb'd, 

They in the valley could not see, nor could 

Thy hands swerve from their Grod-appointed task; 

But yet I knew the hatred of thy kind 

Sat heavy on the spirit like ^ curse. 

They call'd thee stem and proud and cold of heart, 

But yet I knew thou gladly would'st descend 

From that lone altitude to shelter thee 

Beside the meanest hearth, if there perchance 

Thou mightest taste once more, once more on earth, 

The humble blessedness of human love. 

Thine was the cross of shame all knew full well, 

But I — I only knew that thine too was 

The Agony. 

And when at last men knew 
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That thou wert ri^^t, and all their fickle fuiy 

Straight into noisy acdamations veei'd; 

And when I heaid the name I seldom spoke, 

Thy noble name I only breath'd in prayer, 

Banded about upon unholy lips; 

And when they dared to praise thee to thy face — 

They who so late had madly scom'd — and shame 

The grand humility of noble deeds ; 

Ah, then my spirit dimly understood 

Wherefore their praise did seem to humble thee 

Before thy God, more than their scorn, and bring 

The blush of shame their censure could not bring. 
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THIRD CANTO OF DANTE'S INFERNO. 

TRANSLATED INTO BLANK VERSE. 

"Dante following Viigil comes to the Gate of Hell, and 
having read the inscription thereon, they enter. He beholds 
the punishment of those who passed their liveis in apathy and 
indifference. Thence proceeding on their way they reach the 
river Acheron, and by Charon are fenyed over with the spirits 
of the lost to the opposite shore, where the Poet through terror 
is taken with a swoon." 

" "D Y me ye enter the remorseftil city, 
By me ye enter into endless woe, 
By me ye enter in among the lost 
Justice divine my high Creator moved, 
Celestial Power my strong foundations sunk, 
Empyreal Wisdom and the primal Love. 
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Before me nothing was that was created, 
Save things eternal, and I am for ever. 
All hope abandon, ye that enter here !" 
These words of import dark mine eyes beheld 
Inscribed upon a lofty portal's arch. 
And therefore I, "Master, their sense is hard." 
And he to me as one who quick perceives : 
"Here it is meet that thou should'st leave distrust, 
'Tis meet that here all cowardice should die. 
Behold the region where I said thine eyes 
Should see the doleful peoples that have lost 
The good supreme of their intelligence." 
Then as his hand in mine he lightly laid 
With helpful looks, whence I grew comforted. 
Within the secret things he drew my feet. 
Here sighs, here lamentations and shrill cries 
Resounded in the dim and starless air. 
That I ere the first step was moved to weep. 
Horrible language, multitudinous tongues. 
Accents of wrath and murmured words of grief, 
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Voices loud-toned and weak, and clap of hands, 
A thunderous tumult made which round and round 
Whirl'd in the timeless air, unchanging, murk, 
As sand uplifted when the storm-wind blows. 
And I, my head with dark confusions bound. 
Cried, "Master, tell me what is this 1 hearl 
And who are these that seem so crush'd with woe 1 
And he to me: "This miserable state 
Hold the sad souls of those who while on earth 
Lived not with infamy nor yet with praise. 
Now mingled are they with the cative crew 
Of those bad angels, who nor rebellious were. 
Nor faithful unto God, but served themselves. 
High heaven rejects them, not to be less fair, 
Nor the deep tract of hell receives them, lest 
Thro* these the wicked exultation prove." 
And I: "Master, what troubles them so sore. 
What cause constrains them to lament so loud?' 
He answered : " I will tell thee in brief words. 
These have no hope of death before their eyes, 
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And their blind life so base and aimless trails, 
That they are envious of all other fates. 
Memory of theirs their earthly life left none, 
Mercy and justice alike disdain them both. 
Speak we no more of these, but look and pass.'* 
And I, who stedfast gazed, a banner saw. 
That borne this way and that, so swiftly ran. 
Of all repose impatient it appeared ; 
And after it so great a concourse came 
Of people, scarce I might believe till then 
That death so many from the flesh had loosed. 
After that some of these I recognised, 
I look'd, and I beheld the shade of him 
Who thro' base fear the great reftisal made.* 
Forthwith I understood and felt assured 
This was no other than that set of slaves, 
Hateftil to God and to His enemies. 
These wretched ones, who never truly lived, 

* Commonly understood of Celestine the Vth, who abdicated 
the Papal power in 1294. 
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Wgre naked stripped, and unto madness urged 
By flies and wasps that swarai'd around them there. 
These with their blood the piteous faces drench'd, 
Their blood, that mix'd with weeping, at their feet 
By knots of loathsome worms was gather'd up. 
Then as I tum'd to look beyond, I saw 
A multitude on a great river's shore. 
Therefore I said, "Master, in kindness deign 
To make me know who these are, and what law 
Makes them so eager seem to cross that stream, 
As by the feeble light I dim discern." 
And he to me, " These things thou wilt be told 
Soon as thine onward steps and mine are stay'd 
Upon the mournful shores of Acheron." 
Then with my eyes downcast in bashful shame, 
Fearing my speech was burthensome to him, 
Till reached the river I restrained my lips. 
And, lo, where o*er that water towards us came. 
By boat, an old man white with hoary locks, 
Crying hoarse-toned, "Alas for ye, vile souls! 

Q 
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Hope visit ye no more to see high heaven. ^ 

I come to take ye to that other shore, 

Into eternal darkness, ice, and heat 

And thou who standest there, O living soul, 

Rise and depart thou from among the Dead!*^ 

But when he saw that I departed not. 

He cried, "Some other track, some other boat 

Must bring thee to that further strand, not this; 

Some lighter bark 'tis meet should carry thee." 

Then spake my leader, " Charon, be not wrath ! 

For know thus is it will'd, where but to will 

Is to perfonn, and more than this ask not." 

At this in silence fell the shaggy cheeks 

Of the old pilot o'er the livid lake. 

Who round his eyes had wheels of living flame. 

But those sad souls who faint and naked were, 

Suddenly changed colour, gnashing with their teeth 

Soon as they heard the cruel words. 

Loudly blasphemed they God, their parents both, 

The human kind, the place, the time, the seed 
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Of their nativity and of their race. 
Then huddling all together, reluctant drew, 
Loud weeping, unto that remorseless shore 
That waits for every man who fears not God. 
Charon the fiend, with eyes of burning coal, 
Beckoning them, gathered all within the barge. 
And smote whoever tarried with the oar. 
As the sere leaves of Autumn lightly fall, 
Falling one after th' other, till the bough 
Unto the earth has rendered all its wealth, 
In the like manner Adam's evil seed 
Cast themselves one by one down from the shore, 
Beckon'd, like falcons by the lure enticed. 
Then pushing off, o'er that dark water went; 
And e'er their feet had touch'd the further strand, 
Fresh troops had gathered on the vacant shore. 
"My son," to nie the courteous Master spake, 
"All those who perish in the wrath of God, 
Hither converge from evety land and tongue; 
And eager thus are they to cross the stream. 
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Since them justice divine so inly spurs, 
Reluctant fear is tum'd to sharp desire. 
Hither no guiltless soul has ever pass'd, 
Therefore if Charon rails at thee, henceforth 
Well mayst thou know how much his words are worth.' 
This said, that land of darkness without hope 
Trembled so horribly, that with that fear 
Memory yet will bathe my limbs in sweat. 
I'he lamentable land gave forth a wind 
That made a red light lighten thro* the vast, 
And overcame all consciousness in me. 
So that I f(pll as one whom deep sleep takes. 
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NOTE. 

"leaving him 

On the bleak coasts of time, a ruin'd tower 

Whose winding stair leads nowhere." (Seepage 136.) 

On reading the charming poem "Tannhaiiser," I met with 
this same idea expressed in almost indentical words, but as my 
little poem was written six months before the Tannhaiiser was 
published, — not having therefore been guilty of plagiarism con- 
scious or unconscious, — I have not thought it worth while to 
make any alteration, but have left it as one of those many 
coincidences of thought, which must always occur between those 
who write in the same times, and on somewhat the same 
subjects. 
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